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STUART CASE
Dunstan
knocks prosecutor
by Terry Plane
The South Australian premier, Don Dunstan, said this 
week he did not think Sir Roderic Chamberlain should sit 
on the S.A. parole board.
Chamberlain is chairman of the board.
Dunstan was asked how he viewed Chamberlain’s position, 
as the man who had sent to prison many of the men whose 
parole applications he received. Chamberlain is a former S.A. 
judge, and prior to that, public solicitor.
He represented the Crown in the 
case of Rupert Max Stuart, the Abor­
iginal sentenced to death on May 
22, 1959, for the murder of nine- 
year-old Mary Hattam at Ceduna on 
December 20, 1958. (See last issue 
of The Digger).
In February this year the parole 
rejected Stuart’s first application for 
parole.
At the same time it allowed parole 
to two other lifers from Yatala 
prison. They were John Brown and 
Raymond Kiker, both 38, and both 
in for murder. Brown went into 
prison in 1958 and Kiker in 1959.
Dunstan said the parole board 
was unanimous in its decision to re­
fuse Stuart’s application. Stuart 
has a record of violence in prison 
and admits to having had a few 
fights. He usually wins.
The point is not whether or not 
he should be out, but who should 
decide to let him out.
Premier Dunstan thinks the wrong 
man is head of the board making 
that decision. The former attorney- 
general, Robin Milhouse (LCL) 
was less commithl: “I wouldn’t sug­
gest for a moment that he was swayed 
by the case. He was on the bench 
long enough to take a judicial attit­
ude.”
Stuart was gaoled for life under an 
LCL government, which, by the way, 
commuted his death sentence under 
immense local, national and inter­
national pressure.
Chamberlain thinks he is “ in an 
ideal position” to decide on parole 
applications, “because I have seen 
something of them.”
* * *
The Chamberlain’s house is 
modest in an upper middle class sort 
of way. It sits behind a high stone 
wall in the seaside Adelaide suburb 
of Glenelg. A visitor is greeted in 
the enclosed tiled front portico. 
This particular visitor Was not shown 
in. When told I was a reporter seeking 
information on the Stuart case, 
Chamberlain said: “ Oh, another one” .
I was told I had interrupted the 
head of the house during a favorite 
television program, ‘The Passenger5. 
Nevertheless, he was cordial and we
talked for about 15 minutes in the 
portico.
His forthcoming book on the 
Stuart case was due for publication 
possibly at the end of this year, but 
might be delayed. He had read Inglis’ 
book The Stuart Case, and dismissed 
it by saying it was “on the other 
side of the fence altogether.”
Without being too specific, he 
was asked what he had written about. 
And not too specifically, he replied 
that it was justification of the pros­
ecution of Stuart, plus some “an­
swers back at the campaign against 
me.
At the time, conservative Premier 
Sir Thomas Playford said that parole 
would be up to the government 
of a future day, but said it would 
be normal for it to be considered 
after 12 years.
Don Dunstan asked many ques­
tions in state parliament at that time. 
“I was outspoken at the time because 
I objected very strongly to the orig­
inal prosecutor — Mr Scarfe — saying 
no-one could read Stuart’s statement 
but Stuart . . . and he could ntit 
read.
“And I didn’t think two judges 
who had been on the case should 
sit on the Royal Commission.”
The man most responsible for the 
prosecution of Stuart’s case is used 
to flak from the press. He also knows 
something about the prosecution of 
journalists. Rohan Rivett, the former 
editor of the Adelaide News, was the 
most vocal of Stuart’s champions. 
Ater the Royal Commission which 
denied Stuart a re-trial, Rivett was 
charged with sedition. Though 
acquitted, Rivett lost his job, and 
senior Adelaide journalists still view 
the case as an object lesson in the 
dangers of taking sides on political 
issues.
“Rivett got off on the wrong 
foot,” said Roderic Chamberlain 
in the tiled portico. Even on the 
warm spring night he wore grey 
slacks and a grey tweed sports coat, 
and wore it with the stiff upper dig­
nity most befitting a Knight of the 
Queen’s appointment, I must say. 
We also talked about the role of 
the prosecutor in court proceedings, 
but more of that later.
As I was leaving he asked which 
publication I represented, “ Oh, The 
Digger,” he returned, “ they’re the 
ones that had a go at me last week.”
It seemed he had taken some of 
Nola McMahon’s article personally.
McMahon started something of a 
rush at Yatala prison. The Adelaide 
Advertiser of September 2 carried
an article by Stewart Cockburn, 
headed ‘exclusive’, and “the first 
S.A. journalist to interview Stuart” . 
The article said little and Cockburn 
admitted at one point: “I felt his' 
answers went whichever way my 
questions led him.” The questions 
did lead Stuart to say he prayed for 
Mary Hattam every night and that 
he would not have done it were he
not drunk. He also said he did .not 
remember killing Mary Hattam and 
he would like a retrial if it would 
help. Two other people, both cadet 
reporters at the Melbourne Herald 
obtained permission to see Stuart 
last week. They were covering his 
case as part of an assignment for 
their diplomas of Journalism.
A  word-bone for 
Steve the Cat
Ron Cobb, one of the best cartoonists to 
emerge from America’s underground press, has 
become a digger, at least for a while. Cobb came 
to Australia earlier this year with singer Phil 
Ochs, on a tour sponsored by the Australian 
Union of Students. Ochs returned at the tour’s 
end, but Cobb quietly stayed on, in Sydney.
Now 34, Ron Cobb began cartooning 
regularly for the Los Angeles Free Press, during 
the great graphics revival of the psychedelic 
1960s. Drawing was a way to get a feed, and to 
communicate his hard, perceptive cartoon- 
statements, mostly on the havoc America is 
wreaking on the world. Cobb’s cartoons reached, 
a massive audience.
One reason his vision spread so far was that 
Cobb didn’t mind if people bootlegged his 
cartoons; in fact, he encouraged it, and was 
willingly ripped off by magazines all over the 
world.
In Australia, Cobb’s been occupied with his 
main work, which is painting. He has not drawn 
cartoons for two years. But the change of being 
here seems to have rekindled his more public 
fire: here, you see Ron Cobb’s first response to 
Australia. It’s the first of a series he’ll draw for 
The Digger.
Cobb’s cartoons have always had the impact 
of a left jab between the eyes. But they are most 
extraordinary for their after-effect. Not only do 
they tend to be re-printed, reappearing in 
various places for years . . .  but they tend to 
keep reappearing inside your head, like a haunt. 
That’s a compliment to one man’s ability to 
isolate essential images in our multitudinous 
crises. It’s also a hopeful sign of the capacity of 
many of us to respond to a clear statement of 
the jpb to be done.
The Cat at Festival Hall, Melbourne. Photo by David Porter
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Cobb’s first cartoon in tw o years
by Jenny Brown
At Sydney airport, Cat Stevens 
was mobbed by a crowd of four or 
five hundred screeching teenage kids. 
They yanked at his clothes and then 
perched, peering, on the bonnet of 
his car when he was hustled out of 
their sweaty hands by aides. The 
press foamed at the mouth with 
delight. With memories of some 
long-past youth-hysteria headline, 
they waved the word-bone “Beatle- 
mania!”
The $6.60 tickets to all his 
concerts had long sold out — the tour 
was thus Good News. Despite Cat’s 
having a lot going for him musically, 
the papers wrote about youth, 
hysteria, and mostly they popped 
interminable pin-up pics.
News From The Front:
The Stevens entourage got un­
pleasant reactions on some of their 
person-to-person encounters.
There was the fracas in the 
Brisbane motel. It was claimed that 
someone from Steven’s band had 
thrown a bottle at another guest, 
why, not said. The Stevens’ party 
was supposed to have been thrown 
out of the motel in disgrace.
The way the group tells it, they 
were relaxing around the pool when 
a young guy who’d been yahooing 
about with his pals decided to throw 
a punch at Stevens. The band’s 
“personal lighting director” , an 
Irishman named Eric, took the 
situation in hand and leapt on the 
guy.
The scuffle was over in a flash, 
and no-one was actually thrown out.
* * *
First night in Sydney, the band 
and crew paid a visit to Whisky A 
Go-Go disco. It wasn’t long till quite 
a bit of attention channelled itself 
onto the group , . .  They do stand 
out in a crowd. Alun Davies, lead
guitarist, stands at around six foot 
three, and tour manager Del Newman 
is black, which is still a remarkable 
thing to be in a big Australian city.
A man at the bar, presumably 
suffering that severe identity crisis of 
the insecure confronted by the 
famous, threw a few ice cubes in 
their direction, and ice cubes.can 
hurt.
So Steve (Cat Steven’s real name) 
got mad, reached the bar in short time 
and “socked the dude.”
Whisky’s management, perhaps 
having learnt a little diplomacy since 
they refused Led Zeppelin permis­
sion to jam at the club because they 
weren’t booked, threw the ice cube 
out. They didn’t throw Stevens out.
Melbourne’s Southern Cross hotel 
played host to the press last 
Wednesday, to Meet The Cat. It was 
a champagne and chicken and a stack 
of monstrous fluorescent-orange lob­
sters . . .  all of them hollow shells.
Stevens arrived a little late, as 
befits a star, in soft, gentle-fitting 
white top and dark pants. Hair and 
beard well-cut, neither long nor 
short. He sat at the band’s table and 
ordered salad and rice.
A record company man, suited 
and with a talker’s mouth, took the 
chair beside Stevens and began a sped 
about record sales.
“You know Steve, you sell so 
many records over here! We have 
quite a large Greek community in 
Australia, and they all love your 
records. If our Greek community was 
bigger, we’d sell even more records!”
Stevens looked non-plussed. He 
watched the man from under dark 
brows.
“Is it the Greek community that 
buys my records?”
The record exec was oblivious.
“Yes,” he said.
Only a pom  
in the game
Press time, Melbourne: — The 
Victorian Chief Secretary, Ray 
Meagher, has gone bush, and his 
sensation-of-the-week, ‘Teen Pom’, 
faded badly behind real news from 
Munich. All week long in Melbourne, 
nameless voices chattered over two 
radio stations about ‘Teen Porn’, and 
every so often, The Digger's name 
was uttered in vain.
On 3DB, Gerald Lyons listened 
to ‘Teen Porn’ raver saying things 
like: “ It’s just filth. Pure filth. 
You’ve never seen anything like it. II 
showed it to the lady constable 
at the local station' and. she said, 
‘Oh, this is real filth, no doubt, 
about it,’ and promised to take it 
straight to the Vice Squad.”
Take what we wondered?
On Tuesday, a transcript of 
Norman Banks’ morning show on 
3AW landed on the round table 
where the staff of The Digger sit.
Voice: “ . . .  I was quite pleased to 
hear that somebody was, ah, 
prepared to stand up and object to 
this new format of an old, you know, 
this new paper The Digger. . . ”
Banks: “Yes. It’s amazing the 
licence being taken by people who 
are utilising what you might call the 
permissive society to make ill-gotten 
gains, not only through the realm of 
magazines, newspapers, books and so
on. But it seems to me that they can 
publish any rubbish or filth that they 
feel like and get away with it these 
days. . . ”
Then more of the same — 
Grandmother from Montmorency: 
“I’d like to congratulate Mr Meagher. 
He’s the only man around with the 
courage to do something about this 
menace.”
* * *
Tuesday afternoon, The Herald 
hit the streets with a day bill and 
lead story on ‘Teen Porn’. Ray 
Meagher said he planned to bring 
down legislation against hard core 
pornography this coming fortnight.
He was quoted as saying: “Several 
papers put out under the guise of 
pop music are being directed at 12 
and 13-year-olds in the schools. I 
have seen some of this filthy muck 
and it has nauseated me.” Meagher 
did not name the periodicals he 
meant, because “police were prepar­
ing briefs against some of them,”
Because rock music is part of life 
for nearly everybody* under 35 in 
Australia, The Digger could be 
considered “under the guise” . 
Though this is a long way from being 
a kiddies’ paper, the Chief Secre­
tary’s brush was very wide, and some 
references in The Herald story 
seemed to point to us.
In our preceding edition, we ran 
an article by Colin Talbot about 
Gary Young, Daddy Cool’s drummer. 
We’ve received letters from people 
who found the Young piece sexist. 
The anonymous callers on the radio
weren’t so profound. They were 
agitated about the language in the 
piece, which contained words such as 
“fuck” , words that have been printed 
regularly in Victoria for the past year 
without enjoinder from the govern­
ment.
What was the Chief Secretary up 
to? We hadn’t received any police 
attention . . .  but a lot of people 
were inferring that we were ‘Teen 
Pom’. One of our contributors went 
around the traps, and reported back: 
“You’re out of luck. Meagher may 
not even know you exist. The 
general consensus is that he’s just 
trying to prove to the party he’s just 
as red-necked as Bolte used to be.”
The office of opposition leader, 
Clyde Holding, issued a statement:
“It is quite obvious that the 
serious divisions in the parliamentary 
Liberal party are showing out to 
disadvantage. At the helm, Premier 
Hamer is desperately trying to appear 
progressive, but at the other end of 
the boat, Mr Meagher is furiously 
paddling the other way.
“The Victorian Labor party will 
strongly resist any attempt to whip 
up public hysteria over a non-issue 
bom out of faction fights within the
Liberal parliamentary party.”
A co-editor took time out 
from preparing this issue, and went 
uptown to the State Offices. He 
wanted to ask the Chief Secretary if 
those remarks quoted in The Herald 
were meant to taint The Digger.
The reporters who hang out there 
said Meagher wouldn’t be holding a 
press conference that day. He’d gone 
on a tour through Stawell to the 
Grampians, and was “dropping in” 
on country police stations.
The reporters reckoned that the 
only publications the Chief Secretary 
had shown them were American 
imports and SDS leaflets. The Digger 
hadn’t been mentioned or dis­
played.
In the Old Treasury undersecre­
tary John Dillon said he didn’t 
know about The Digger. “We get a lot 
of complaints about all sorts of 
publications in here,” he told the, 
co-editor. Dillon asked what sort of: 
things we were up to. He was told we! 
wrote stories about what goes on in; 
Australia. The page one lead in the 
first was an 8000-word research piece 
on a recent decision of the South 
Australian parole board. However, 
we did print stories about rock
music, and some people had drawn 
the inference from herald story that 
the government was about to land on 
us, for being pornographic.
“Isn’t there another one . . .  
called the Planet?” the under­
secretary asked.
“Planet closed a couple of months 
ago.
“Oh.”
The undersecretary remarked, “If 
you haven’t offended under Vic­
torian law, you have nothing to 
worry about.” With a trace of 
humor, he continued. “It mav be the 
new legislation might affect your type 
of publication, I can’t say.”
* * * r
The staff swore off listening to 
talk-back radio, and resigned them­
selves to 3AK while they pasted up 
the last pages. ‘Teen Pom?’ What are 
they on about?
Chuck Berry, 42, and still going 
strong, was racketing from the radio 
with his live-in-London recording of 
“Reelin’ and Rockin’ ” . . .
We boogied in the kitchen
We boogied in the hall
I  got some on my finger and
I  wiped it on the wall.
Blues fest off
The Blues Festival has been 
cancelled. Those readers who’ve 
bought tickets should take them 
back to the place where they got 
them, and get their money refunded.
The Festival was to headline Big 
Mama Thornton, Willie Dixon and 
his Chicago Blues All-Stars, and 
Furry Lewis. The cancellation was 
the culmination of a long chorus of 
funk.
For six weeks, Andrew has been 
trying to extract the necessary 
information, so he could shepherd 
the Festival stars’ applications 
through the Immigration Dept. The 
information just didn’t come. Mean­
while, Big Walter, an All-Star, was 
shot twice by his old lady and so 
wounded he couldn’t make the tour. 
It was rumbled that Big Mama had 
similarly damaged a friend of hers. 
And Furry Lewis hadn’t bothered to 
get himself a passport.
Andrew kept ringing trans-Pacific. 
Then Sandy told him that Furry 
wanted half the money guaranteed 
up front. “This isn’t in the deal,” 
said Andrew.
“It’s not me, it’s him,” said 
Sandy.
Andrew said: “I could have gone 
on, shitting myself for four weeks, 
trying to fulfill new conditions and 
sweating the passports and hoping 
the visas would come through . . .  
but the timetables had been blown, 
and all I could see coming out of it
was bigger and bigger losses.”
So he cut the painter. It cost him 
about $2000 in deposit and 
expenses. Maybe Sandy will return 
some of the deposit, or apply it to a 
tour of Muddy Waters and Taj Mahal 
next year. Or maybe Sandy will just 
salt it away.
Digger cut off 
in the sun
Rupert Murdoch may or may not 
have been amused by The Digger 
number 1. His Queensland office 
however, certainly was Not. After 
agreeing sight-unseen to distribute 
Digger in Queensland, Mirror News­
papers Ltd. in Brisbane declined 
further supplies after reading Richard 
Beckett’s page 4 media story in issue 
1.
General manager Rod Lever said, 
“ it was mostly pub gossip about the 
personal affairs of my friends, other 
members of the (Murdoch) group, 
and my managing director. And 
Beckett’s stuff on Murdoch was a lot 
of bullshit. How could we have our 
name down in it as a distributor with 
that sort of material inside?” (The 
Mirror did, in fact, distribute issue 1 
as agreed).
Lever added, “I’ll become a 
subscriber, but I can’t distribute it.”
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Did the ABC get their man?
The Digger heard a rumour. Bruce 
Petty’s cartoons had been banned 
from the ABC’s This Day Tonight 
We rang up Petty.
“I haven’t heard anything dir­
ectly,” Petty said. “I’ve read some­
thing about it in the papers. It 
sounds more stupid than sinister.”
We rang up an ABC journalist, 
He said:
“ Are you going to put my name 
to it?”
“Are you going to tell me any­
thing, if I put your name to it?”
“ No.”
“ So what can you tell me, if I 
don’t put your name to it?”
“An edict came down from up­
stairs, saying we weren’t to use his 
cartoons anymore.”
“ Is TDT still using Nicholson?”
“The Melbourne bloke? Oh, yes.”
“What would you say, if I put 
it to you that the men upstairs 
confused Nicholson’s cartoons with 
Petty’s, and banned the wrong 
bloke?”
“I’d say that was conjecture, 
which might be soundly based.”
We rang up Peter Lucas, the ABC’s 
official mouth. Lucas was out. Colin
Wheeldon, his offsider, spoke to us. 
He said, “Can I help you?” 
“ Hope so . . . there’s a story that 
you blokes have sacked Petty. Any 
strength to it?
“ Oh, I know the story. All the 
dailies have had a pick at it . . . 
The stories stem from a recent meet­
ing of the commissioners, where cer­
tain guidelines were laid down.”
The trouble came after an un­
complimentary cartoon of the Prime 
Minister, William McMahon, was 
shown on TDT.
“I couldn’t say if the Prime Min­
ister himself complained,” said the 
ABC spokesman. Wheeldon said there 
was no “black ban” on Petty — 
he might appear in future, but not on 
the current affairs shows. “ It’s im­
possible to balance a cartoon with 
rational comment or opinion 
from the other side.”
So Petty wasn’t really sacked. 
“Sacking is only something you can 
do if you own somebody.”
“ Does the ABC own people?” 
“Well, Petty isn’t on the staff.” 
Wheeldon said the ABC was for­
bidden by a 1932 law from express­
ing an editorial opinion.
The ABC had received several 
hundred protests about “ the supp­
osed muzzling of current affairs 
program.”
The Digger wanted to know just 
which cartoon had touched off the 
reaffirmation of policy.
Wheeldon said, “ I don’t think 
you’ll get any comment out of any­
body on this one.”
“ Is it true,” we asked, “ that the 
commissioners got mixed up, and 
fired Petty when they took primary 
objection to a Nicholson cartoon?” 
“That’s news to me.”
We put it to Wheeldon that Petty 
hadn’t heard anything directly about 
beng banned from TDT.
“ If, as is reported in the press, 
the commission has taken this dec­
ision,” said Wheeldon, “and not in­
formed Petty, well you don’t sack 
a bloke and not let him know, 
do you? You may infer it is not true. 
They certainly haven’t informed me 
. . .  The commissioners’ meetings are, 
of course, confidential, and no state­
ments are issued afterwards. How­
ever/ the recent meeting decided 
or rather, reaffirmed, the policy of 
clamping down on editorial opinion. 
“That’s all I can say, officially.” Nicholson on McMahon
Down 
on Young 
and Talbot
We would question the value of 
printing an article such as Colin 
Talbot’s “Gary Young down on you, 
girl” . Far from exploring “sex and 
its relation to rock ‘n roll and his 
(Young’s) relation to both” the art­
icle heralded a new cult — that of 
“ocker worship” . The girl of the 
title, the “chicks” , “young ladies” 
barely rate a mention except as 
recepticles (“slots” ), and the real 
meat of the article lies in Talbot’s 
admiration of ocker Gary Young 
(how perceptive Young was to have 
once described himself as an animal,) 
and Young’s earlier apprenticeship 
to two “ incredible” ockers, Wayne 
(who could get pissed when Young 
was still at school), and Billy (who 
could say “fuck” in front of “chicks” 
with barely a flinch.)
Talbot shares with a Truth reporter 
the dubious honor of making Gary 
Young “sound really grotesque”. In 
pants-wetting style (“ Everytime you 
read rock in your daily blah, you 
can giggle, and insert fuck” ) Talbot 
condones Young’s behaviour. His 
awe of Young is reflected in his 
unquestioning admiration of Young’s 
values — “ He’s in a classy rock band 
and he gets to fuck lots and lots of 
chicks and that’s heaven” . His con­
fusion, with regards to sexuality, is 
reflected in his interpretation of 
Daddy Cool’s image. He refers to 
them as an “unsexual group. Well, 
maybe asexual, and originally maybe 
even slightly camp” , seeming to im­
ply that the epitome of asexuality 
is homosexuality, and that’s alarm­
ing!
One of the most fascinating revel­
ations to come from this article is the 
description of the learning process
of an ocker. Young had to overcome 
all sorts of obstacles, such as self­
disgust, and actually make “a point 
to fuck whatever I could and enjoy 
it like everyone”. Similarly with 
alcohol. “ I’d get sick and be on my 
ear” . But persistence paid off “until 
now I’ve got it down to a fine 
art.”
Young seems to confuse ockerdom 
and stardom, little realising that the 
customs officer who “grinned and 
smiled” at Anal Incest was actually 
a brother ocker.
Young’s disdain for the women 
he practices on is emphasised in 
his use of the exclusively female 
term “cunt” to describe jail, the 
place he loathed — “It’s a cunt of a 
place” . . .  “and there’s one between 
the legs of every young lady who 
sweats at a dance hall on Saturday 
night, and up on stage its been the 
aim of most musicians to get some 
music out of one or two or three or 
four or more at one time or another.” 
“Chicks” are “cunts” so one may 
assume that the recipients of the 
pornographic Christmas cards (“ I 
took a photo of a chick with a 
Logie .. . . and considered sending it 
to my friends”) would be all males, 
probably brother ockers.
The girls Gary Young finds it 
easiest “ to get it on with” are group­
ies and American “professional” 
groupies are best of all . .... “They 
moved in and did all the ironing 
and cooking and washing” . In Aus­
tralia apparently, our groupies “are 
just band molls” , A perfect groupie 
combines female genitalia with dom­
esticity — so perhaps our band molls 
are smarter than American groupies!
With Gary Young’s stardom comes 
the privilege of “ fucking the best 
chicks in the towns” . Assuming that 
Linda Ronstadt (a greater star than 
Young) has the same privilege “he 
was prepared to swap roles and 
play groupie, had she been interes­
ted.” What about all that ironing, 
cooking and washing?
Young’s collection of American 
motel keys brings to mind similar 
collections made by some American 
groupies. Come to think of it, how 
come Young came back with all his 
keys?
Julie Foster,
South Yarra.
Margaret MacIntyre,
St. Kilda.
Familiarity
wanes
I have just spent a really inter­
esting hour or two reading your 
new paper. If I may say so, I think 
is probably the most informed of 
its kind that I have read.
There is however one really un­
fortunate inaccuracy which I must 
mention. I quote from your article 
“ In Adelaide, 5AD has emerged from 
ratings below ABC to top”. This 
statement is correct except that 
the station concerned is 5KA and 
not 5AD. The latter has been 3rd 
rated in Adelaide since April 1971 
and with the new survey out this 
week they have fallen still further.
Incidentally the new Sydney 
survey came out yesterday and it 
would seem that the 2SM “ Famil­
iarity programming” is now in 
trouble.
2UE 21.8%
2SM 21.0%
2UW 14.4%
Congratulations on a good pub­
lication which I think plugs an im­
portant gap in contemporary media.
Paul Thompson 
Program Director 
5KA
Adelaide
Wake 
in fright
In the piece about Warner’s 
Winter offensive Mr Hanford neg­
lected to mention that the wake for
Murdoch’s former minion, Lionel 
Pugh, was held in the very South 
Yarra house in which Rupert Mur­
doch was born.
Nola McMahon
Chatswood
NSW
A  rant from  
an irate pro
It’s a pity that Digger (son of 
Nation Review?) had to sully the 
fine pages of issue 1 with Beckett’s 
missive. Dick Beckett may indeed 
have seen a ghost, but it was pain­
fully obvious that that was all he 
saw. If fucks were new or accurate 
facts Dick would be having a lean 
time. All your old Digger has done is 
warm over a few ancient facts, throw 
in a few apocryhal stories, add a dash 
of scuttlebutt then digest and let the 
words dribble like putrescent excreta 
from his ulcerous bowels.
The man sets himself up as an 
authority on the Sydney Press. Some 
authority! We are told quiet baldly 
that Ezra Norton took Rupert’s 
money for the Daily Mirror and 
Truth chain. Dick should»have done 
his homework: Murdoch actually 
bought the paper from the Fairfaxes 
who controlled it through O’Connell 
Holdings, a front they had used to 
buy out Norton some years before. 
Dick, don’t you remember that Lin­
dsay Clinch, head sharang of the 
Sun, and a fellow called Scotford 
from God’s Little Acre — the 14th 
floor of the Fairfax building — went 
across to run the Mirror and Truths. 
When Murdoch took over they fled 
back to Sir Warwick’s pulsating 
bosom.
And Dick, Rupey baby didn’t 
get his start in Sydney papers with 
the Mirrors. Sometime before he 
bought Cumberland Newspapers from 
the White family for $2 million. 
Surely the biggest suburban chain 
in the nation counted then.
Your assessment that Sydney 
people won’t wear a Melbourne Sun 
style Daily Telegraph is based on
what? Prescience. Sure,. Sydney and 
Melbourne newspaper ! markets are 
different, but that’s not to say that 
a modified version of the Sun formula 
can’t work. After all, old cock, a 
Melbourne Sun style morning paper 
has never been tried in Sydney. How 
do you know it won’t work? After all, 
Rupe turned the London Sun — a 
morninger — round frpm losses in 12 
successive years into profits in under 
nine months with a tit-and-crutch 
prescription. Could you spare a 
thought that the Tele might be slowly 
sliding towards the style of the Lon­
don Sun from which the Dirty Digger 
has already made more than $2 
million in profits.
If we can get away from Beckett’s 
blunders for a moment (I know it’s 
hard, but I shall try) why in the name 
of God, Krishna, Aphrodite or whom­
ever else the Digger's editors wish 
to screw, did you print that piece of 
nauseous flatulence by Colin Talbot? 
It’s obvious that Daddy Cool’s Gary 
Young is nothing more than a cock- 
strummer.
Colin’s revential treatment of a 
man who masturbates inside only 
goes to prove that for some pop 
musos the world revolves round their 
pricks rather than their music.
P.E. Edwards 
Wattle Glen 
Victoria.
Note: Beckett’s copy was sub­
edited by Digger, causing both the 
error about Murdoch’s purchase of 
the Sydney Daily Mirror and a cer­
tain amount of pain to Beckett prior 
to the arrival of his cheque.
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PHILLIP FRAZER, PUBLISHER
CANCEL ALL SUPPLIES ROLLING 
STONE AND THE DIGGER. SORRY 
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Most material appearing in The 
Digger is solicited. However, man­
uscripts accompanied by stamped, 
self-addressed envelopes will be con­
sidered. We accept no responsibility 
for unsolicited material.
Rates are; negotiated on the mçrit 
of the story, and our ability to 
pay. Writers intending to submit a 
story are advised to send a letter 
of intent, outlining the job they  
want to do. This* gives us a chance 
to discuss the job, and saves time, 
effort, and misunderstanding.
The Digger will publish fiction 
of any length, including novels, if 
the quality of the copy is high.
The editors do not plan to print 
much poetry, but they will publish 
poems that seem good to them. If 
you want your poetry to recieve 
a fair reading, please submit a typed 
copy.
Like all material printed here, 
letters are subject to sub-editorial 
treatment. If you won’t risk your 
letter being excerpted or shortened, 
be short and to the point. Signed 
letters bearing the writer’s address 
are preferred; names of corres­
pondents may be withheld on 
request.
Address letters to:
The Editors 
The Digger 
58 Canterbury Rd 
Middle Park 3206
BOOKS
SYDNEY
Abbeys
1. The Movement, Ormonde
2. The Godfather, Puzo
3. Crystal Cave, Stewart
4. Asterix at the Olympic Games, 
Goscinny
5. Elvis, Hopkins
Adyar
1. The impossible question, 
Krishnamurti
2. Autobiography of a Yogi, 
Yoganananda
3. Aquarian Gospel, Lerei
4. The Chabras, Leadbeater
5. Three Magic Words, Auduson
Angus & Robertson
1. The Word, Wallace
2. The 12th Man, Whitington
3. The Australian Diplomat, Watt
4. The Osterman Weekend, Ludlum
5. The Friends Of Eddie Coyle, 
Higgins
Clays (Potts Point)
1. The Ewings, O’Hara
2. The Flesheaters, Ireland
3. My Name Is Asher Lev, Potok
4. Virginia Wolfe, Bell
5. Homosexual, Altman
Third World
1. Steal this Book, Hoffman
2. Maps of Consciousness, Metzner
3. Mankind
4. Vietnam Inc, Griffith^
5. The Essential Lenny Bruce
MELBOURNE
Collins Book Depot
1. Elvis, Hopkins
2. The Ewings, O’Hara
3. The 12th Man, Whitngton
4. To Serve Them All My Days, 
Delderfield
5. Captain Cook, McLean
Methodist Book Depot
1. The Movement, Ormonde
2. I Can Jump Puddles,
Marshall
3. The Godfather, Puzo
4. Europe on $5 A Day,
Frommer
5. The Prophet, Gibran
The Paperback
1. Dali, Dali
2. Poems, Cohen
3. The Hobbit, Tolkien
4. 20 Love Poems, Neruda
5. Sisterhood Is Powerful, 
edited Morgan
Robertson & Mullens
1. Land Boom And Bust, Cannon
2. The Movement, Ormonde
3. The 12th Man, Whitington
4. Eight Hundred Million — The 
Real China, Terrill
5. Crisis On the Land,
Readings
1. One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s 
Nest, Kesey
2. Demian, Hease
3. Commune USA, Fairfield
4. Limits To Growth, Club of Rome
5. Art of Sensual Massage, Boyers 
& Laing
Space Age'
1. Don Juan, Castañedos
2. Tibetan Book Of The Dead, 
Oxford translation
3. Duhe, Herbert
4. Clockwork Orange, Burgess
5. The Annotated Alice,
Gardner editing Carrol
FILMS
MELBOURNE
1. The Godfather
2. Clockwork Orange
3. Summer of ‘42 and
Billy Jack (double program)
4. Fiddler On The Roof
5. Concert For Bangla Desh
6. On The Buses
SYDNEY
1. The Godfather
2. A Clockwork Orange
3. Please Sir
4. Fiddler On The Roof
5. Call Me Trinity
6. Barefoot Executive
RECORDS
SYDNEY 
David Jones
1. Teaser and the Firecat, Cat 
Stevens
2. Tea for the Tillerman,
Cat Stevens
3. Thick as a Brick, Jethro Tull
4. Superstar, English cast
5. Slade Alive, Slade
Martha’s Record Farm
1. Thick as a Brick
2. Slade Alive
3. School’s Out, Alice Cooper
4. Exile on Main Street, Rolling 
Stones
5. Procul Harum (live)
Nicholson’s
1. Thick as a Brick
2. Machine Head, Deep Purple
3. Slade Alive
4. School’s Out
5. Mike McClellan
Palings
1. Teaser and the Firecat
2. Slade Alive
3. Thick as a Brick
4. Superstar
5. American Pie, Don McLean
MELBOURNE
Allans
1. Thick as a Brick
2. Slade Alive
3. Machine Head
4. Live At Sunbury, Billy Thorpe 
& The Aztecs
5. Moods, Neil Diamond
Archie & Jugheads (imports)
1. Living in the Pl(st, Jethro Tull
2. Chicago Five, Chicago
3. Some Time in New York City, 
John & Yoko & Elephant’s 
Memory
4. Long John Silver, Jefferson 
Airplane
Brashes
1. Slade Alive
2. The Musical Genius of James Last 
(TV special)
3. Thick as a Brick
4. Honky Chateau, Elton John
5. Live at Sunbury
Discurio
1. Slade Alive
2. Thick as a Brick
3. School’s Out
4. Long John Silver
5. The Slider, T. Rex
Gregory Young - 
The Record Collector
1. Carney, Leon Russell
2. Teaser and the Firecat,
3. Exile on Main Street, The 
Rolling Stones
4. Sail Away, Randy Newman
5. Son of Schmilsson, Nilsson
Record Centre
1. Slade Alive
2. Thick as a Brick
3. Live at Sunbury
4. Honky Chateau
5. Moods
Head Down Imports
A. City
1. Never a Dull Moment, Rod 
Stewart
2. St. Domonic’s Preview, Van Mor­
rison
3. The Slider
4. Long John Silver
5. Demons and Wizards, Uriah Heep
B. City
1. Live at the Filmore,.
Mothers of Invention
2. The Inner Mounting Flame,
John McLaughlin
3. Just Another Band from L.A., 
The Mothers of Invention
4. Unicom, Tyrannosaurus Rex
5. In Search of Space, Hawkwind
C. Inner Suburban
1. St. Domonic’s Preview
2. Son of Schmilsson (unexpurg.)
3. Waka Ja Waka, Hot Rats
4. Just Another Band from L.A.
5. Together, Julian Beam and 
John Williams.
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by Chris Hector
The grassroots are restless in Aus­
tralia. Local politics is the one area 
of the system where a wide variety 
of political ideas and techniques are 
getting some action. For instance, 
in the Sydney suburb of Leichardt, 
Australia’s first trotskyist mayor — 
Nick Origlass — has been elected.
Last week’s council elections in 
Fitzroy, Victoria, are a concrete case 
where new elements, with new ideas 
and techniques have got something 
through the electoral system.
Since W.W.I. Melbourne’s inner- 
suburban councils have been con­
trolled by a series of local machines. 
The classic Melbourne machine was 
built by John Wren. Wren was born 
in 19th Century Colling wood, and 
he began his path to fortune and 
power by running the famous, illicit 
Collingwood Tote. Keeping the peace 
with police, customers, and compet­
itors was a school in Real Politic, 
and Wren learned well.
With time, he became one of Vic­
toria’s most powerful citizens, and 
his influence was felt in the Scullin 
Federal ministry. At the local level, 
the Wren machine’s power came 
from its ability to deliver the goods: 
seats in parliament, council jobs, 
winter loads of wood, and charity 
hand-outs . . . and the warm glow 
of identification for the Irish-Aus- 
tralian proles. Wren was “one of 
them” . When drought came, and 
Collingwood’s football ground turned 
rockhard, Wren brought in loads of 
water and won a crucial game for 
the Magpies, whose play was best 
on a heavy ground.
When patronage and popularity 
weren’t enough to keep the machine 
running smoothly, Wren’s men 
weren’t adverse to a little bribery, 
corruption, or mayhem. There were 
knucklings in alleys and shoot-outs 
at Trades Hall. This stolid disregard 
for bourgeois morality extended to 
stuffing the ballot box. One of 
Wren’s elected disciples, Pat Ken- 
neally, was fond of uttering the max­
im, “wvote early and wvote often
Niall Brennan recalls a Wren 
functionary who, “with twenty 
various pens and pencils in his pock­
et, another pocket stuffed with un­
ion cards and his vest pocket con­
taining an extract from the mem­
bership roles, could account for two 
hundred votes in a single day of 
steady voting. Multiply this by ten 
and a small team can swing two 
thousand votes behind a candidate.”
Within the Wren machine, there 
were smaller machines. Perhaps the 
most durable of these is still clank­
ing away in Richmond. For living 
memory, Richmond politics has had 
lrt^ètiéthmg Of thè feèi of an hereditary 
monarchy, with power shared by 
two co-existing dynasties, that of 
O’Connell, and that of the 
Loughnans.
Con Loughnan, former Mayor of 
Richmond (1932-33), is a legend. 
Most long-time residents have at 
least one story about Con. One 
story has the mayor standing in a 
quiet Sunday morning street, shoot­
ing (inaccurately) at a local ratepayer, 
who was proceeding with understan­
dable haste for any other place. 
The Victorian Executive of the ALP 
sent one of its bright young men 
— “ Bluey” Cal well — to investigate 
the noise. Con was candid with 
Calwell: “Too right I did it. #He 
blasphemed, and in me mother’s 
house, and on a Sunday . . . ”
Since the recent death of boss 
Jackie O’Connell, the Richmond 
machine has had difficulties, but 
it is still a real power in the suburb. 
However, Richmond’s old machine 
faces the same problems as other 
inner suburban machines that are 
less ably ruled.
The character of the population 
is changing. Many of the Irish-Aus­
tralian proles have moved to oufei; 
suburbs, and their houses have 
been taken over by migrants. In 
Fitzroy, about 60% of the voters are 
now recent arrivals — mostly from 
Greece or Italy.
Along with the influx of migrants 
is a strong seasoning of middle-class, 
professional terrace-house dwellers. 
Again, let’s use Fitzroy as an exam­
ple: there have been two Federal 
minister’s press secretaries simul­
taneously resident in the suburb. 
While there aren’t many of them, 
this professional group has provided 
the expertise for most of the skir­
mishes with the old-style ALP 
machines. * >
These changes in the electorate 
have occurred against the background 
of changed emphasis in political 
issues.
The old machine has lacked vision 
and coherence. Generally, machine 
councillors haven’t had the skill, 
information, or inclination to fight 
the Housing Commission’s high-rise 
projects, nor to resist the freeway 
plans that promise to carve up the 
inner suburbs. The old machine 
hasn’t usually done much to meet 
new demands for better social wel­
fare, either. Their old trump cards, 
patronage jobs on the council and 
hand-outs aren’t of interest to the 
new white-collar residents. And per­
haps the new arrivals, the migrant 
proles, haven’t gotten a satisfying 
share of the gravy.
The old guard in inner suburban 
Fitzroy has connections with other 
local machines. A councillor and 
former Mayor, Barbara Powderly, is 
Jackie O’Connell’s daughter. The
Council chamber gets hairier
Youth seizes a city’s machine
A scene in the Fitzroy Town Hall: Front, Joe Byrne; in mayoral gear,Bill Peterson; behind, from left to right, men o f  the new machine -1 Glyn Elias, Barry Pullen, Ted Rush, and Paul Coughlan
leaders in the old ALP caucus, which 
effectively made all council decisions, 
were Joe Byrne and Harvey Jamie­
son, who have some of the standard 
practices of neighbouring old-style 
machinists. One of these is the ability
to stand up and talk until other 
people in the room forget what the 
issue is. But generally, the old mach­
ine was pretty delapidated in Fitz­
roy; it lacked muscle, and style. Last 
week, a new machine wrecked the 
old machine.
Fitzroy power 
play: Parti
There are two branches of the 
ALP in Fitzroy, the North branch, 
and the Central branch (known for 
some reason, as Southern branch.) 
In the 1950’s, the North won an inter­
branch battle, and the controllers 
of the Southern branch let their 
organization fall into disrepair. Mem­
bership so dwindled that until re­
cently, the southern branch literally 
met at a telephone box. The PMG 
booth outside the Town Hall was 
the rendezvous, and the meeting 
room was only unlocked if a quorum 
attended. The quorum was five. The 
meeting seldori got further than 
the telephone box.
In 1967, A1 Jordan, a sociologist, 
joined the North branch. He became 
its secretary, keeping notes on the 
meetings in the room under the 
Edinburgh gardens band rotunda.
Jordan knew Brian Howe, a meth- 
odist minister who’d been stationed 
in the Latrobe Valley. When Howe 
applied for a post in Fitzroy, Jordan 
put a good word in for him. Howe 
had been to Chicago, and had 
learned a bit about community or­
ganization from the radical techniques 
of Saul Alinsky. The Methodists 
moved Howe into Fitzroy, and he 
joined the North branch too. He, 
Jordan, and an engineer named Barry 
Pullen met with the chief of the 
Victorian Council for Social Ser­
vices, Marie Coleman. Coleman had 
a report saying the activities of Vic­
toria’s Housing Commission were 
going to make a mess of Fitzroy, 
and a decision was made to form 
a Residents’ Association to mobilize 
the community.
Brian Howe became president of 
the Association, probably because 
everybody trusted a Reverend with
their money. He was a very good 
choice.
The old guard in the North was 
pre-occupied with the growth of the 
Fitzroy Residents’ Association, and 
scarcely bothered to watch develop­
ments in the ALP southern branch. 
In 1969, a Monash university lawyer, 
Terry Carney, and four others, 
joined the southern branch. They 
made an alliance with the remains 
of the old branch to work against 
the machine based in the North.
The FRA policy was to avoid 
endorsing anti-ALP candidates, but 
their activities tended to encourage 
anti-Council sentiment. In the 1970 
elections, the first of the new wave 
of independents, Brian Lennon, a 
bearded 6’7” mathematician, beat 
the machine ALP candidate, Jenny 
Miller, in North ward.
Lennon, who lives two doors away 
from Jordan, joined forces with the 
Residents’ Association.
By November, 1970, the North 
branch had attracted enough new 
members (mostly middle-class pro­
fessionals) to form an alliance with 
three old members (who opposed 
machine boss Cr. Joe Byrne. The 
alliance had numbers enough to force 
the branch presidency to a tie vote, 
and Jordan’s name came out of the 
hat. Byrne got worried. He got help 
from a fellow Fitzroy Councillor 
Harvey Jamieson, an employee of 
the Collingwood Council. Soon after, 
Jordan noticed a swelling of the 
ranks in the room under the rotunda. 
The new members tended to say 
nothing, and hold down Council 
jobs.
Then the much-publicised federal 
intervention in the Victorian ALP 
gave the game some new rules. For 
years, the machine had controlled the 
pre-selection of candidates. Since 
official ALP endorsement was almost 
the same as being elected, the mach­
ine effectively named who would 
be on the municipal council. This 
has worked so well in Collingwood, 
where the ALP ticket is usually un­
opposed, that Peace City hasn’t had 
a local government election for years. 
‘‘Saves trouble and expense,” says 
one Collingwood councillor.
The new rules provided for prop­
ortional voting in the branches for 
seats on the State pre-selection panel. 
The two Fitzroy branches came to­
gether to elect their representatives 
to the pre-selection panel, and the 
mathematical talent of the new pro-
fessionals triumphed. The old guard 
ran a series of tickets, which brought 
a large number of their representatives 
up to the cut-off, and the preferences 
of the old guard put them over the 
top. The Monash lawyer, Terry Car-i 
ney, was one of the main tacticians. 
A thin, intense, bearded young man, 
Carney doesn’t share some of his 
constituents disdain for the numbers 
game. He runs a tight ship in the 
south — too tight for the taste of 
some.
After beating the old guard to 
seats on the ¿»re-selection panel, the 
new guard went up to Trades Hall 
last year and denied endorsement 
to two sitting Fitzroy councillors. 
The old guard councillors who were 
rolled were none other than the 
Mayor of Fitzroy, a Northcote 
council employee named Ray Ander­
son, and Jordan’s nemesis in the 
North, Harvey Jamieson.
The new guard endorsed FRA 
founder, Barry Pullen, and Ted Rush. 
Rush got elected. Jamieson swung 
his support behind an independent 
recounts, the vote in the contest was 
tied. The ALP’S old guard got the 
Town Clerk to give his casting vote 
to Davies, and the endorsed ALP 
candidate, Pullen, was defeated.
A new guard independent, John 
Stelling, was elected, and so was an 
older member of the Central branch, 
Arthur Milton, who was not linked 
with the machine.
After the 1971 elections, the
score went something like this:
Ind. Old guard-linked 1
ALP Fence sitters (North branch) 3 
ALP older dissidents (South bnch) 3 
Ind. New guard 2
ALP New guard 1
ALP Old guard (North branch) 5.
Every year, a third of the coun­
cillors come up for election. This 
year, the new guard prepared six 
pre-selection how-to-vote cards, ac­
cording to Byzantine formula aimed 
at winning with the old guard’s pre­
ferences. Carney’s discipline paid off, 
the new guard picked up six of the 
seven Seats on the pre-selection panel. 
Down they went to Trades Hall 
again, and they rolled some more 
machine councillors — Alexander, 
Alf James, and Graham Porter.
The new guard gave an endorse­
ment to Jenny Miller, the councillor 
unseated by Lennon. Miller had 
changed camps. “ She’s our woman 
candidate,” Said a new guardist.
The old guard councillors who
were denied re-endorsement turned 
around and ran again. They called 
themselves “sitting councillors” ox 
“selected labor” . The State Labor 
leader, Clyde Holding, wondered 
aloud, “who in the hell selected 
them?”
The voters didn’t.
Council elections can be rigged. 
One method is to take note, while 
canvassing, of ratepayers who’ve left 
the area, but whose names remain 
on the roll. Votes can be cast in 
their name. Another method is to 
dicker with postal votes. Two Fitz­
roy councillors have been fined for 
postal vote irregularities in piast elec­
tions — one of them was Jenny 
Miller. |
When rolls haven’t been purged 
for years, usually a fair number of 
dead people, who almost never show 
up at the polls, are still listed. Their 
names can be used by a servant of 
the machine. And, in every machine, 
old or new, there’s a “Tick-board” , 
which is given the prominence of a 
battle map. It contain^ the names of 
every eligible voter, and an unscrup­
ulous machine may wait until about 
seven in the evening, and cast the 
votes of every voter who hasn’t ex- 
cercised their democratic privilege 
for them.
Something odd happened in the 
Fitzroy council election this year. 
None of these tried and true tactics 
appeared to be used. The new guard 
is opposed to these tactics, and their 
scrutineers prevented anyone else 
from using them.
The new guard’s new tactics be­
gan with the making of a new, 
improved Tick-board.
The new guard canvassers went 
over Fitzroy thoroughly, making cer­
tain the rolls were purged of deaders 
and goners. They marked down the 
details of other voters carefully. They 
knew whether households seemed 
sympathetic or hostile, whether they 
were migrants with language prob­
lems, whether transport was required 
to get the voter to the poll.
The old machine’s Tick-board con­
sisted of the local roll pasted up in 
alphabetical order. The new guard’s 
improved Tick-board was broken 
down street by street. As early as 
eleven in the morning of election 
day, they could see the pattern of 
voting emerge.
Canvassers were sent to visit sym­
pathetic voters and remind them to 
cast a ballot, and the street-by-street 
breakdown made the deployment
of manpower quite efficient! The old 
machine usually leaves the reminder 
business until about five in the even­
ing, for ah almighty rush.
The election resulted in an almost 
decisive victory for the new guard. 
Only two of the North branch’s old 
guard stalwarts remain — Joe Byrne, 
and Jackie O’Connell’s daughter, Bar­
bara Powderly. The score in 1972 
now runs:
Ind. Old guard-linked 1
ALP fence sitters (North branch) 2 
ALP older dissidents (South bnch) 3 
Ind. New guard 3
ALP New guard 4
ALP Old guard (North branch) 2
Now . |  . the question emerges: 
is thé new machine any “better” than 
the old?
Terry Carney, the south-side new 
machinist, is satisifed with the re­
sult. He concedes some anomalies, 
from the democratic point of view. 
The class background of the new 
councillors — bourgeois — doesn’t 
bother him as much as the lack 
of migrant representàtion. Seven of 
Fitzroy’s councillors are now t new 
guard professionals, but only one, 
Kostos, is a migrant.
Involving the local population in 
municipal affairs is a major problem 
confronting the new guard. However, 
Carney points to the success of the 
local co-op child minding centre as 
an example of the involvement of 
migrant groups. He sees the new guard 
as a collection of individuals who 
can offer assistance, rather than 
leadership, to local groups, ethnic 
or otherwise. Carney makes the 
Brooks Crescent controversy a case 
in point. Here the new guard sup­
plied professional expertise to local 
residents, in their battle with the 
Housing Commission, but allowed 
them to make their own policy dec­
isions about the goals of the oper­
ation.
One migrant resident offered to 
defend the area with machine gun 
nests, during the first mass meeting 
in Brooks Crescent. The residents 
appear to be suffering in a long war 
of attrition, with the state govern­
ment sparing no snide effort to con­
vert the area into a wasteland, but 
the new guard has enabled them to 
hamstring the Commission with court 
injunctions. This method is certainly 
less bloody, and probably more ef­
fective at this point in time, than 
the options usually available to 
migrant proles.
However .,. . American theorists 
of local government, such as James 
Q. Wilson, have written about the 
tendency of reformists to take power, 
then fail to use that power effectively. 
The cultural and social pre-occup­
ations of the middle-class professional 
are quite different than the aspir­
ations and needs of the migrant and 
working-class majority in the area. 
The new guard has inherited the 
apathy and contempt earned by its 
predecessors, and faces the danger 
of finding itself as isolated from 
local residents as the old machine 
became.
Independent councillor Ian God­
frey, who’s young, wears a beard, and 
printed his oho w-to-vote card in four 
languages, says he’s “substantially 
aligned with the new ALP team, the1 
youth caucus.”
“ Unfortunately,” says Godfrey 
“the new youth caucus is somewhat 
elitist. The occupational background 
of the group is not representative of 
the local community. You start to 
wonder whether the electors really 
want you, or it’s just more efficient 
campaigning that’s got you the pos­
ition.”
Godfrey says that he does feel 
wanted. When he went canvassing, he 
got the impression the voters wanted 
younger, more effective representat­
ion. They wanted it badly enough to 
vote out a former Mayor, Eileen 
Wheeler, and vote in Godfrey.
Godfrey says the new machine will 
be more open to outside influences. 
“ One promising development is the 
apparent breakdown of the ALP 
caucus. I’ve got reason to believe 
that the ALP group will only caucus 
on matters of important ALP policy. 
With open committee meetings, it 
will be very difficult for caucusing 
to arise.”
For other independents, commit­
tees are a sore point.
It’s rumoured that the ALP caucus 
has split seven/four, with Kostos and 
Miller voting with the old guard duo, 
Byrne and Powderly. The new guard 
has to keep the support of councillors 
Milton and Peel, and they’ve made 
deals to keep the peace. Cr Peel has 
been given an important post, on 
the building and permits committee. 
Peel is not a young professional. 
He’s a retired gentleman, an old- 
time ALP man.
Joe Byrne, and Jenny Miller, have 
oeen appointed to the committee 
managing the Fitzroy Youth Centre 
Project, and Peel has been made 
trustee. This rankles even som eof the 
ALP’S “youth caucus” . The Youth 
Centre has been a running local 
controversy. Most of the new guard 
supporters favoured a progressive 
youth work , scheme, which wasn’t 
tied to big fund-raising campaigns. 
But the old guard, when it had the 
numbers, committed the council to 
building an expensive, bricks-and- 
mortar monument near the Town 
Hall.,
Brian Lennon, the senior indep­
endent, has been kept out of the 
committee positions he wanted, by 
the ALP internal deals. His suppor­
ters are unhappy about this, and 
some new guard supports see it as 
a waste of talent. But one veteran 
of the scene said, “people are talking 
about these committee posts like they 
were federal cabinet appointments. I 
think they’re not quite as important 
as that. And the young turks have 
got to cultivate their position within 
the ALP — at this stage it would be 
foolhardy to win power from within 
the party, and then start handing 
out prizes to people outside it)*
The dispute over spending money 
on buildings, or spending it on 
reaching the city’s kids, blew up 
into controversy iast year. It turned 
out that a major expenditure in the 
fund-raising campaign was for a typ­
ing service. A company search showed 
that the typing service was run by the 
wife of the policeman the Police 
Force had seconded to be secretary 
of the youth project. The old guard 
successfully defended the policeman 
against a no-confidence motion.
Assuming that the youth caucus 
can keep the peace with their older 
allies, Fitzroy seems set to be the 
first thoroughly progressive local 
government in Victoria. Local gov­
ernment is one of the few ways that 
bright young people with long hair 
can get control of a few million 
dollars for social experiments, how­
ever mild. Gough Whitlam has prom­
ised (if I am elected your Prime 
Minister. . . )  to upgrade local govern­
ment, and bestow increased power to 
councils.
Perhaps the latent split between 
youth councillors over the ALP can 
be sold from above, by the ALP. 
From Barry Pullen, who finally got 
elected this year, to the Victorian 
State Council, there’s a strong senti­
ment that the ALP would be better 
off if it got out of endorsing any 
local government candidates at all. 
The legitimacy the Labor party has 
given to inner suburban machines 
has been subtracted from its wider 
appeal. Those rumors of dead men 
voting in Labor wards fire the fear 
in the hearts of outer suburban 
dwellers that the ALP is undemo­
cratic.
There’s a hitch, however. The 
Victorian State Opposition leader, 
Clyde Holding, is the member for 
Richmond. He still takes comfort 
from friendly relations with the 
houses of Loughnan and O’Connell.
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THE PERENNIAL DRUG
So what’s new?
Dope is a fine old Australian fact of life. It always has been. 
One of the operational ̂ falsehoods of news media is, that today 
is unlike yesterday, and we live in a time like no other. The play 
of news gives prominence to people who say that dope is a new 
tiling. This is however, incorrect. Anyone who looks at the historical 
record gains the impression that there’s been more continuity than 
change in the Australian drug scene.
One constant feature of the scene is the “moral entrepreneur”. 
The moral entrepreneur sells his line on dope for money, fame, 
or a homey sense of self-righteousness. We’ve seen a lot of moral 
pushing about dope in the past eight or ten years. But like i the 
use of dope, the verbal abuse of dope is nothing new. If the moral 
pushers’ lines give you a terrible sense of deja vu, it’s only because 
you have heard it all before.
Box 1 contains two quotes, one from 1918, the other from 
1967. In both instances, the hard drug problem is increasing 
remarkably.
Box 2 contains two samples, spaced 99 years in time, of an 
interesting theme. It involves the fall of our womenfolk, and alien 
vice.
On the other hand, Australians can seem secretly proud of their 
habits. And in Box 3, we see that connecting the burgeoning 
‘dope problem’ with cosmopolitan youth is another common theme 
in the historical record.
The ‘dope problem’ is curious, and curiouser. The more you 
worry about it, the wider it seems to get, and the harder you 
wrestle with it, the heavier it seems to get. Could it be that the 
best way to make it disappear, is to look the other way*? See box 
4.
Is there a dope problem? More people may be using dope. These 
people may belong to groups which previously did not use dope. 
However, the information available is fragmented, contradictory, 
and undoubtedly distorted to some extent by exaggeration and 
paranoid phantasy. (Box 5.)
The Digger finds most of the stuff printed on «dope purely 
incredible. We have found an article we could believe. It’s a history 
of the ‘drug problems’ of Victoria, by a sociologist named Alan 
Jordan. Jordan wanted to help people distinguish between what 
was new and what was not, and to think less ignorantly about the 
issue of dope-control.
His history pertains to opium, cocaine, and cannabis. He says, 
“Abuse of alcohol and tobacco is not considered. The reader 
should bear in mind that these drugs have been more widely used 
at all times than other drugs, and are of much greater practical 
importance.”
We believe this is about the longest, most boring, and most 
credible article about dope in Australia to ever appear. Read it. 
It may help you explain yourself to the judge.
Strange to Say
./
Strange to say, the 19th century 
citizen of Victoria was free to smoke 
as much opium as he could afford. 
It was not expensive. He could freely 
buy laudanum, morphine and co­
caine. If he chose, he was free to 
grow his own opium poppies or 
marihuana, and use it or sell it.
There’s no evidence that an epi­
demic of addiction resulted. Today, 
many people assume that the avail­
ability of drugs tends inevitably to 
greater abuse. However, in the past, 
when legal controls hardly existed, 
personal and cultural factors were 
quite effective in controlling the abuse 
of drugs.
We cannot say that personal and 
cultural considerations that limit 
drug abuse are no longer effective. 
There is no history to test this 
assumption. As we shall see, the step- 
by-step growth of legal controls over 
drugs has usually been in anticip­
ation of, rather than in response to, 
an actual increase in drug abuse,
We shall review the growth of these 
laws.
The first European settlers of Vic­
toria inherited the English vagrancy 
law which made it an offence to 
carry on one’s person “any deleter­
ious drug” . The original intention of 
this law is obscure. Apparently it 
was intended to prevent people car­
rying drugs of the nature of a Mickey 
Finn, for aggressive use against others 
in furtherance in crime. It seems not 
to have been applied to mere drugs 
of addiction until much later. It is 
still in force, and still of uncertain 
application.
A Custom Act passed by the Vic­
torian legislature in 1852 did not 
prohibit, or tax, any drug.
In 1857, Parliament imposed a 
duty of ten shillings a pound on 
imported opium, and decreed that 
opium could not be imported “unless 
in ships of fifty tons burden at least 
and in whole and complete packages 
each containing not less than forty- 
five pounds net weight and not con­
taining any other goods and unless 
into such ports as or may be ap­
proved by the Governor in Council 
for the importation and warehousing 
of opium”.
The small duty was a revenue­
raising tax on the Chinese who had 
come to Victoria’s gold-fields. The 
conditions were meant to prevent 
tax-dodging. ^
People, who-were found unloading 
opium from small boats on deserted 
beaches at midnight, could not get 
off by claiming they had intended 
to call at the nearest customs house 
early next morning.
The Chinese on the diggings smok­
ed opium. Europeans used it for 
medical purposes, mainly in the form 
of its tincture, laudanum, intro­
duced by Paracelsus in the sixteenth 
century. Medical treatment was still 
crude and chancy, but at least opium 
enabled doctors to relieve pain. It 
was opium used liberally by medical 
practitioners, but it could be bought 
without prescription, and was a 
common household remedy. Despite 
the famous example of De Quincey, 
nobody worried much about dangers 
of addiction to medical opium. How­
ever, the medical press did carry art­
icles on how to deal with acute over­
dose":
“In April 1852 I was taken by 
the police to see a child which had 
been poisoned by opium, given by 
the mother to arrest an attack of 
diarrhea . . . The child, about 18 
months old, was comatose, etc. I 
applied mustard cataplasms to the 
chest and abdomen, and leeches to 
the temples . . . until the child 
recovered.”
Some of the reported cSses were 
of deliberate overdoses, taken with 
suicidal intent. Evidently restraint 
was exercised by retailers of drugs, 
for some would-be suicides are re­
ported to have gone around to several
druggists, buying a little laudanum 
here and there, and then drinking 
the lot. In 1861, a woman who had 
taken perhaps two ounces of laud­
anum was resuscitated by means of 
a stomach pump, aromatic spirit of 
ammonia, belladonna, and the cur­
rent from a galvanic battery, this last 
being intended to stimulate respir­
ation. Belladonna was used to treat 
overdose of opium, and opium was 
used to treat overdose of belladonna.
When the Medical Society of Vic­
toria discussed the subject at one 
of its meetings in 1870, “The Presid­
ent observed” , by way of summary, 
“that it seemed to have been pretty 
clearly demonstrated that opium and 
belladonna stood to each other in
the relation of antidotes.” Years 
later, it was pointed out to members 
of the profession that, as might have 
been/ obvious from clinic&l exper­
ience, “ the action of these agents 
I combined is to produce profound 
stupor.”
Attempts were duly made to pro­
duce this invaluable drug in the 
Colony. About 1870 Alfred Howitt, 
explorer, anthropologist and geologist 
planted opium poppies on his farm at 
Bairnsdale, intending apparently to 
sell to the Chinese. In 1871 Messrs. 
Hood distributed free seed to encour­
age cultivation, and crops were grown 
in several places. Later it was said 
that opium was produced in com­
mercial quantities at Bacchus Marsh 
arid Nunawading:
“Victorian opium contained up 
to 14 per cent o f morphia, whereas 
the Smyrna, or Turkish, opium, 
which is probably the very best 
now available, contains only from 
8 to 10 per cent. ”
In 1868 Rev. William Young sub­
mitted a report to the Victorian 
Parliament in i which he described 
the prevalence among the Chinese of 
ruinous gambling and addiction to 
opium. At Ballarat, 90 per cent of 
Chinese were said to use opium, 
and 30 per cent to be habitual 
users. Young’s Chinese informants 
spoke eloquently of the evils of the 
habit:
“They are countless. Every wicked 
thing comes from this practice . . . 
the eating up o f the smoker's earn- 
l ings . . .  the loss o f physical strength 
. . .  I f  the smoker lessens the quan­
tity, by even half a grain, it will 
not stop his craving . . ., When the 
craving has not been fully satisfied, 
although there may be lying at his 
doorway abundance o f gold and sil­
ver, yet he would be unable to 
raise himself, and go and pick it up. 
The evils o f opium smoking cannot 
be enumerated. I t  is impossible to 
describe them. ”
“When a man becomes addicted to 
it he spendsihalf his life in bed, and 
becomes altogether indisposed for 
work . . . the face becomes sallow 
like withered leaves o f a tree blown 
away by the wind . . .  and the 
smoker becomes slovenly in his per­
son, like a maniac. These . . . evils 
render the smoker, Jbe he ever so 
clever, an utterly useless member o f 
society. The very sight o f him is 
enough to grieve one's mind. How is 
it possible that such a blown-off 
leaf should not perish? A man . . . 
long accustomed to smoke cannot 
do without opium. He will prowl 
about at night to thieve in order 
to obtain means to procure the 
drug. The Government should either 
double the duty on prepared opium 
or prevent its entry into the Colony. 
(When gambling and opium smoking 
have been suppressed) the people 
will be happy and everyone will 
strive to go forward. In this state 
o f things there would be no thieving 
and no stealing. ”
In 1862 the Government had 
increased the duty on refined opium 
to twenty shillings a pound, with­
out benevolent intent and without 
effect on consumption. Young may 
have exaggerated the evils of opium 
by selectively reporting the worst, but 
he was a careful observer:
“The period when the habit of 
smoking opium becomes confirmed 
varies: it may be at the end o f the 
first year, or the second, or the third; 
and the rapidity and force with 
which the appetite is gratified also 
differs very considerably. There are 
numbers who are satisfied with what 
may be called a very moderate allow­
ance; and, as long as that is the case, 
it appears to be smoked with com­
parative impunity but, like moderate 
spirit drinking, it may predispose 
to, if it does not directly excite, 
disease. The larger proportion, how­
ever, o f those who are addicted to 
this practice are not content with a 
fixed ratio, but desire afid require 
accumulative doses. When the habit 
has become fully confirmed . . : it is 
a matter now o f necessity, not of 
choice or pleasure . . .
“With opium he is miserable, and 
without it he can neither sleep, eat 
or live. He may drag on an existence 
for a few years longer, but at last 
he perishes. ”
Young also enlarged on a theme 
which recurs in nineteenth-century 
discussions of Chinese and opium 
smoking: their alleged corruption of 
European women and the danger 
that their degraded habits, otherwise 
of little concern to the rest of the 
community, might spread like a con­
tagious disease.
“The opium shops which stud the 
Chinese camp so thickly are also dens 
of infamy and immorality. In these 
are found abandoned European wo­
men, who sell themselves to do wick­
edly, in order to obtain the wages of 
unrighteousness. They have also got 
into the habit o f smoking the per­
nicious drug; and there is every reason 
to fear that in the course o f time the 
practice will gradually spread among* 
the European population with dis- j
I  _______
In my last Report, and in other 
Reports as well, I  have found it 
necessary to refer to the increasing 
use o f narcotic drugs. I  submit 
tables showing the number o f cases 
admitted . . .  during the last six 
years, 35 males and 11 females.
The case histories mentioned 
opium, morphine or heroin in 27 
instances, and cocaine in nine 
instances. Multiple drug use was 
common in the sample, but some 
case histories referred primarily to 
addiction to hypnotics.
— Report of the Inspector of 
Inebriate Institutions, Ernest 
Jones, 1918.
“Drug taking in Melbourne was 
an emerging and growing problem, 
the Victoria Police. surgeon (Dr 
Birrell) S said yesterday . . .  In 
nine years only one case o f ‘main­
line ' drug taking had been handled 
by police, but in the past year 
about twelve cases had been re­
ported. ”
(Age, 12/09/67)
astrous results. ”
Parliament ignored the appeal. 
About 1870, two more drugs came 
into use in medical practice and 
quickly showed themselves to be 
dangerous. The more potent was 
morphine, then referred to as mor­
phia, the main active principle of 
opium, which had been isolated early 
in the century. It was administered 
usually by the new method of hyp­
odermic injection, and was recom­
mended for neuralgia, sciatica and 
rheumatism. The local practitioners 
were warned of the danger of over­
dose, but not of addiction. Although 
passing references to “morphia mania” 
indicate that addiction was recog­
nised, it seems that cases were rarely
diagnosed and were thought to occur 
only to occasional aberrant individ­
uals.
Th,e less potent new drug was 
chloral hydrate, first of the modern 
hypnotics, described in 1870 as “ the 
new remedial agent, at present ex­
citing so much interest in the med­
ical world . . .  a most powerful 
sedative (which) in many cases will 
take the place of opium”.
a___
Our womenfolks are being de­
bauched by chink dope, mates — 
are we going to stand for it?
“Drugs — The New Menace 
in Australia. ”
“A girl o f 19 lies on her filthy 
bed in a tiny room at Kings Cross. 
Once she was pretty, but now she 
is pale and thin. She has long 
since lost interest in food, clothes 
and cosmetics. She has not washed 
for weeks, and. the stench o f her 
room is so foul that the unpaid 
social worker who is trying to 
help her gags when he opens the 
door. '
“She is a heroin addict. She 
was ‘hooked' three years ago, and 
has not worked for a year. Sex 
rheans nothing to her, but she 
sells her body for heroin and 
now the currency has lost its 
value. She will almost certainly 
die this year from neglect, over­
dose or an infection from a dirty 
syringe . . .
“[Heroin] is smuggled into 
Sydney from Hong Kong . 
(Melbourne Hero/d 27/3/67)
In Chinese opium shops in Vic­
toria are found abandoned Euro­
pean women, who sell themselves 
to do wickedly, in order to obtain 
the wages o f unrighteousness. 
They have also got into the habit 
of smoking the pernicous drug; 
and there is every reason to fear 
that in the course o f time the prac­
tice will gradually spread among 
the European population with 
disastrous results.
— William Young’s Report . . . 
Government Printer, 1868.
Chloral hydrate had addictive pro­
perties, the poet Rosetti being a fam­
ous addict, but again the local doc­
tors appear to have worried only 
about acute overdose and belatedly 
at that. In 1878, when Dr McCartney, 
M.L.A., died of chloral hydrate 
poisoning while under treatment for 
an alcoholic condition, it was noted 
that this was only the second known 
case of overdose.
The masses of the population 
were treating themselves with such 
mixtures as Chlorodyne, a patent 
medicine containing chloroform, 
ether, morphine and Indian* hemp. 
In 1870 it was suggested to members 
of the medical profession that:
“The use of Chlorodyne as a
domestic remedy seems to have be­
come alarmingly prevalent, and what 
amounts virtually to a habit o f opium­
eating is being acquired by large 
numbers o f persons who would object 
to opium in any form . . .but . . .. 
take every day considerable quantities 
of morphia. A fatal case o f poisoning 
by Chlorodyne took place a few 
weeks ago."
Apart from being one of the con­
stituents of Chlorodyne, Indian 
hemp (Cannabis indica) was used 
by itself as a medicine. An import 
duty of a penny a pound was im­
posed in 1883. Smoking of cannabis 
seems to have been unknown locally 
in this period! It was administered 
orally, possibly either in the form of 
dried and powdered leaves or of a 
tincture. Apparently there was no 
very specific use; a modern British 
authority says th^t “its vogue pre­
ceded the advent of synthetic h y p ­
notics and analgesics, and it was 
lauded for its effect in alleviating 
pain, migraine, insomnia, dysmenor­
rhea, difficult parturition and 
cramps.” An 1873 entry in a case­
book from the Kew Lunatic Asylum 
records administration to an elderly 
female patient but does not indicate 
whether it was intended to alleviate 
her psychiatric condition or some 
physical ailment.
A Bill to control the distribution 
of drugs had been introduced but 
not enacted in 1857.' A new Poisons 
Act modelled on British legislation 
was enacted in 1876. The schedules 
to the Act listed substances hence­
forth to be sold only by registered 
chemists or, in localities where there 
was no chemist, other persons 
licerised for the purpose.
The object of the Act was dis­
tinctly to prevent accidental and 
criminal poisoning, not to prevent 
addiction. A record of every pur­
chase, of, for example, arsenic, prus­
sic acid and strychnine had to be 
made in a Poisons Book kept by 
the chemist. This condition was not 
imposed on the sale of opium and 
laudanum. (Nor, apparently, mor­
phine.)
The only restriction was that they 
could not be sold except by regis­
tered chemists, and that they were 
to be kept in a separate, but ¿not 
necessarily secure, poison cupboard. 
Nor did the restrictions apply to 
patented preparations. Any poison 
could be obtained on prescription 
without entry in the poisons book.
In the same year, 1876, thera­
peutic use of drugs figured in an 
investigation of malpractices at the 
Kew Lunatic Asylum. Allegations of 
brutal treatment of patients having 
been published, the Government ap­
£ ___________ ________
“Sydney has the reputation 
for being the dope clearing house 
of the British Empire . . . Some 
professional people, whose work 
imposes great nervous strain, take 
cocaine to keep them in igood 
spirits. More serious is the'menace 
to the young women who take 
‘snow' to keep them bright at 
parties. ”
Melbourne Argus 02/07/40
(Dr R.E.\ Seal:) “Australia 
was one o f the worst countries 
in the world for illicit drug-taking 
. . . Drug-taking had shown a 
marked upward trend in the past 
two or three years . . , The speed 
of mass communications, the ex­
traordinary freedom o f youth to­
day arid a greater spirit  ̂o f inquiry 
than in, say, the last generation, 
has aroused the attraction o f 
drugs. ”
The Sun, Melbourne, 09/02/68
pointed a Board of Inquiry. Volumin­
ous evidence was taken on the case of 
a male patient called Lewis, who had 
been admitted under a diagnosis of 
acute mania.
Chloral hydrate was given as an 
hypnotic, and potassium bromide as 
a sedative. Somehow Lewis sustained 
physical injuries, including a broken 
ankle. One grain of morphia was 
administered to relieve the pain and 
hie died five hours later, apparently 
of overdose.
A few people were sent to the 
lunatic asylums because of drug 
abuse. No distinction was made in 
the records between acute toxic con­
ditions, addiction, and psychiatric 
conditions attributed to habits of 
intemperance. In any case, the ap­
parent incidence of drug abuse was 
very low, very much lower than of 
alcoholism. Between 1873 and 1885, 
only two admissions were attributed 
to “ opium eating” , a term which 
included laudanum drinking, two to 
opium smoking, and one to abuse 
of chloral hydrate.
In January 1885 cocaine was first 
used medically in Victoria, by An­
drew Gray, a surgeon at the Eye, 
and Ear Hospital. Initially, it was 
used specifically as a local anaesthetic 
in eye operations, but it was put 
quickly to other employment. In the 
same year, for example,? Dr Willmott 
used it successfully to treat a case 
of vaginismus. Dangers of addiction 
were recpgnised from? the beginning,
if not taken Very seriously. In Vienna; 
Sigmund Freud was caught up in his 
infatuation with cocaine.
In 1886 the Australasian Journal 
of Pharmacy reprinted an American 
warning that “cocaine . . . under­
mines the mental and physical po­
wers and the moral and intellectual 
qualities (and) produces insanity ... . 
if used continuously and in increasing 
doses (and it) must be ranked with 
those seductive drugs which enslave.” 
Readers were also informed that 
dependence on morphia, potassium 
bromide, chloral and cocaine was 
widespread in the United Kingdom.
However, the journal reprinted 
without comment a German article 
recommending cocaine as a non habit­
forming means of managing 
withdrawal from morphine addiction. 
No special restriction was imposed. 
Chemists could sell cocaine to any­
body who appeared to have a use 
for it.
A small semi-private retreat for 
treatment of chronic alcoholism was 
established' in Melbourne i*". 1873. 
Evidently no drug addicts were ad­
mitted, although there seems to have 
been no policy on this point. When 
the Inebriates Act was amended? in 
1888, to provide for establishment 
of governmerit institutions there was 
still no mention of drug-dependence 
either in debate or in the legislation, 
except that penalties were laid down 
for unauthorised supply of patients 
with “any intoxicating liquor or sed­
ative or narcotic stimulant drug or 
preparation” .
The Poisons Act was consolidated 
without essentiàl change in 1890. 
Opium and preparations of opium 
could still be obtained without pre­
scription,. and smoking of opium 
remained uncontrolled. In 1890 the 
Victorian Premier, Gillies, wrote to 
the other colonial premiers, propos­
ing uniform legislation to prohibit 
opium smoking. He said that strong 
representations had been made by 
religious and philanthropic bodies, 
and that the vice was spreading to 
Europeans. The heavy duties im­
posed in South Australia and New 
Zealand were insufficient, because 
of the inordinate desire of addicts 
for the drug. A recent deputation 
from the Presbyterian Assembly had 
suggested that smoking opium should 
be put under the Poisons Act and 
sold only by chemists. No action 
resulted.
Chinese, protected by their strange 
language and tightly-knit community, 
exerted themselves ingeniously to ev­
ade the duties on opium. At one 
time, the authorities realised that | 
large quantities were coming into
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“ . . . the effect o f [opium]
prohibition has been to very 
largely increase the gains o f the 
smugglers when successful', and 
so remunerative has the trade 
become . : . that many white 
people also have become smugg­
lers . . . ”
— Castieau, Reminiscences o f 
Christie, 1913.
“Big overseas drug syndicates 
were ‘more and more interested 
in getting drugs into Australia, aen- 
ator Scott said yesterday . . . The 
number o f drug addicts had in­
creased by 200 per cent in the 
past year or two. I f  more control 
measures were not taken immed­
iately, Australia's drug pro-, 
blem could increase significantly he 
said . . . There was obvious 
collusion between overseas syn­
dicates and drug rings operating 
within Australia. There had been 
a 300 per cent increase in the 
number o f Australians charged 
with being in possession o f drugs 
in the past three years . . .  There 
was ‘a lot o f evidence' that young 
people were becoming interested 
in drugs . . |
*Senator Scott was talking at 
a press conference to explain 
today's meeting o f federal and 
state ministers on the drug prob­
lem; Senator Scott indicated the 
meeting would discuss:
ligh tening up o f control 
measures
increased federal-state co-op­
eration.
*A nationwide drug education 
program . . .<
Age, 14/02/70
“Drug-taking, in one form or 
another, has become a pressing 
social issue in Australia. Parents 
have been shocked by the warning 
that sometime between the age 
of 14 and 21 their children can 
probably expect to be offered 
|potI  and that many will be in­
duced to try it. An international 
drug ring appears to be operating 
in Australia, despite stiffened pen­
alties for trafficking, the number 
o f addicts is increasing by an 
estimated 80 per cent to 100 
per cent as a result. This is an 
alarming situation. . .
Age editorial, 19/06/70
There are two distinct areas 
of confusion here.
1. Why is it, that the more effort 
we put into preventing drug use, 
the bigger the problem gets?
2. Who counts the addicts? All the 
ones we know are very bashful. 
Does the percentage increase al­
leged here describe an actual in­
crease in the number of addicts, 
or in the interest of the people 
who count them? The Victorian 
drug squad’s figures ) for addicts, 
incidentally, haven’t increased. 
Why is this?
“In Melbourne Sir Arthur Ry- 
lah said yesterday he did not\ 
believe drug-taking was a major 
problem in Victoria. He said the 
police drug squad had illegal 
traffic in drugs reasonably under 
control. "
Sun, 14/02/69
the colony illegally, but could not 
find out how. Eventually, they offer­
ed substantial amounts of money for 
information, and were able to seize 
70,000 Pounds worth of opium 
which had been smuggled inside 
specially marked chests of tea. In 
1892, 203 pounds of illicit opium 
was dug up in the fowlyard o f a 
Chinese hawker in North Fitzroy. 
Legal possesison could not be proved, 
and the case was dismissed.
European addicts did turn up 
occasionally. In 1893 a former med­
ical stiident, James Sherburn, was 
prosecuted for having obtained eight­
een shillings’ worth of a mixture o f 
opium and cocaine by false preten­
ces. He had been writing false pre­
scriptions and charging the drugs 
to the accounts of well-known local 
residents. When the Bench sentenced 
him to three months’ imprisonment, 
he asked for a longer sentence, to 
“overcome the cursed influences of 
the drug over me, so that I may be 
cured and pull myself together, and 
once more lead an honest and useful 
life” , and the sentence was there­
upon increased to six months.
The government institutions es­
tablished under the Inebriate Act of 
1888 closed within a few years, but 
continued concern about alcoholism 
led to appointment of a Board of 
Inquiry in 1898. A few of the ex 
pert witnesses made passing refer­
ences to drug-dependence, implying 
that although it was recognised it was 
of negligible importance compared 
with alcoholism.
James Wolfenden, who had been 
treating alcoholism by the patented 
bichloride of gold method, remarked 
that the 400 or so patients who had 
passed through his institutions in­
cluded eight or ten suffering from 
the chlorodyne and morphia habits.
Charles Henry Molloy, medical 
superintendent of the Melbourne Hos­
pital, had treated many alcoholic 
patients at his hospital, and some 
“morphia maniacs” as well. Asked 
by the Board, “Do you consider 
morphia and other such drugs are 
equally injurious to mankind as al­
cohol?” , he replied, “I think so. I 
think tea, coffee, tobacco, bhang 
or opium are all the same, when 
taken to excess . . .” The Board sug­
gested he'was being a bit hard on tea, 
and he told them of a man he knew 
in Gippsland who drank vast 
amounts and suffered greatly, but 
conceded, “I think the most injur­
ious of the whole lot is the cocaine 
habit or the morphia habit” . He had 
treated morphinism by substitution 
of harmless substances without the 
patient’s knowledge.
Around the end of the century, 
barbituates were developed and in­
troduced into medical practice; bar­
bital in 1882, sulphonal in 1884, 
trional and tetronal in 1888, veronal 
(barbitone) in 1903 (or 1904) and 
proponal in 1905. An article on 
“The Use and Abuse of Narcotics, 
Hypnotics and Analgesics” , published 
by a Sydney doctor in 1898, listed 
opium, 'salts of morphia, chloral 
hydrate, cannabis indica, belladonna, 
hyoscyamus, stramonium, dubiosia, 
piscidia erythrina, bromides, paral­
dehyde, sulphonal, trional, tetronal, 
chloramid, cannabin tammas, anti- 
pyrin, anetanilide and phenacetin. 
“As an hypnotic, with the excep­
tion of chloral, opium is the most 
reliable drug.” Opium, morphia, 
chloral and barbiturates were said 
to produce “ direct sleep” , cannabis 
and bromides to produce “drowsi­
ness and, under certain conditions, 
sleep” . His remarks on “abuse” were 
concerned only with overdose, not 
with addiction.
However, at the turn of the cen­
tury there were stirrings of interest; 
in problems of addiction and methods 
of treatment. A notable Victorian 
psychiatrist, Beattie Smith, men­
tioned in passing that the drug 
habit, or narcomania, was to be 
treated exactly as alcoholism, namely, 
but abrupt withdrawal and deten­
tion in an institution until the crav­
ing was completely extinguished.
In 1904 the Victorian Parliament 
passed a new Inebriates Act, mo­
delled closely on one recently enac­
ted in New South Wales. The Vic­
torian Act was to remain in force 
and in Use for fifty years, with little 
change. For the first time, the mean­
ing of the term “ inebriate” was ex­
tended to include “a person who hab­
itually  uses . . .  intoxicating or nar­
cotic drugs to excess” . This exten­
sion seems to have been made cas­
ually, as there was no mention of 
drug-dependence in debate. How­
ever, it was acted on.
In 1905, Parliament at last pro­
hibited smoking of opium. Intro­
ducing the Opium Smoking Prohib­
ition Bill, Mr Mackey explained that:
“I t  is said by those who know 
what they are talking about that the 
vice is increasing among the Europ­
ean section o f the community. I  
am not merely referring to the vice 
o f opium smoking, but to the vice of 
opium eating and opium injecting. 
Not merely in this State, but 
throughout the whole o f Australia 
there is at the present time a move­
ment going on to bring in (similar) 
legislation . . .
David Gaunson remarked, with 
characteristic lack of taste, “ I should 
have thought, from the remarks that 
are constantly heard about the 
Chinese, that it would be considered 
a devilish good job to let them smoke 
opium until they were wiped out of 
existence”, and Mr McCutcheon 
replied, “We want to protect white 
people” . The Opposition approved 
of the Bill:
“The opium evil is a very great 
danger, even so far as it has gone, to 
our own race. A t one time in Sydney, 
in one o f the opium shops, I  saw on 
one o f the opium benches a man 
and his wife lying head to head with 
the opium pipe between them, and a 
little child o f about three or four 
years playing close by them. They 
were smoking the opium and occas­
ionally blowing a whiff in the child's 
face to keep it quiet, i
“The same sort o f thing takes 
place here. I  knew a man . . .  w ho  
went frequently into the . .  . Chinese 
quarter to obtain opium . . .  as 
regularly as he knocked o ff his work, 
with the result that he was becoming 
incapacitated."
Another Member reported that:
“A few days ago, I  went through 
the opium dens o f Melbourne for the 
purpose o f ascertaining exactly what 
was taking place. In every one o f 
those dens where !  found unfortunate >
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Today I  asked Dr Joseph San- 
tamaria, one o f this city's leading 
doctors, what he thought o f the 
plea by university student 
leaders yesterday to legalise mari­
huana. “It is," he said, “part o f a 
large-scale worldwide fraud."
“This fraud is being foisted on 
us by the same group o f people 
who are calling for abortion law 
reform, the abolition o f censor­
ship, and euthanasia . . . .the ‘leg­
alised po t' campaign is being or­
ganised by a group o f people 
who call themselves humanists. 
They often find it convenient 
to work through universities . . .
“They are well set up in Eng­
land and have moved into Aus­
tralia . . .
“ . . . there is considerable 
evidence that marihuana, like al­
cohol, is detrimental to the mental 
and physical health o f those who 
engage in it continuously . . . it's 
been shown overseas that once you 
allow the sale o f a drug such as 
marihuana, you encourage more 
and more people to indulge in 
the habit . . .Ninety per cent o f 
the people who become addicted 
graduated from marihuana . . .  if 
you expose any individual to a 
drug, the tendency is for that 
person to go higher . : .
“It is a traditional pattern that 
the legalised p o t' people should 
push their views through the uni­
versities . . .  I f  you can get the 
idea through at university level, 
there is less tendency for the gen­
eral public to reject it. I t  is highly 
dangerous at this level because this 
can give an evil scheme an air o f 
respectability . . . The great dan­
ger is that if these people get 
marihuana accepted they will then 
move on to the next stage, 
seeking approval for stronger 
drugs. They work carefully, they 
take one step at a time, and they 
are still gathering momentum. 
All they want is a foot in the 
door. ”
Herald, 13/02/70
victims — white men and white wo­
men — they all stated that they 
were anxious that this Bill should 
be passed, and passed as speedily as 
possible, although they recognised 
themselves as victims o f the opium. . .
“The effect that opium has upon 
them, they say, is not, perhaps, as 
bad as some people make out, but 
they recognise that it has, to some 
extent, an enervating effect, which 
lasts for a few hours, and that they 
must have recourse to it again . . . ”
It was suggested that absolute 
prohibition was undesirable because 
it would prevent revival of opium­
growing in the colony, not for do­
mestic consumption but for export 
for production of morphine. “Opium 
should be, and had been, largely 
grown in Victoria . . .  There is a 
splendid field of profitable invest­
ment today if our farmers would set 
to work and grow opium.” It was 
also suggested that time should be 
given for Chinese merchants to dis­
pose of stock salready imported le­
gally. The most weighty objection, 
though, was that the Bill did not go 
far enough:
“I  would also like to see some 
legislation . . . to deal with the use 
of morphia, and to prevent other 
preparations o f opium from being 
used which have the same evil and 
demoralising effect as opium, although 
perhaps not in so great a degree at 
first."
“/  think that unless this Bill is 
followed by some legislation dealing 
with morphia and laudanum, the pro­
bability is the only effect will be 
to cause people who are now smoking 
opium to resort to . . . other drugs 
. . . We will have these people, know­
ing that they will get the same re­
sults by injecting morphia or taking 
laudanum, relieving themselves by 
resorting to a vice that will have 
the same effect as the smoking of 
opium."
There seems to have been an 
important change in perception of 
drug abuse about the beginning of 
the twentieth century. Before, ad­
diction was regarded as a bizarre 
personal aberration like, say, eating 
broken glass. Now it was seen more 
as a yielding to temp|ation, all too 
understandable because of human 
weakness, and a pursuit of forbidden 
pleasures. Traditional attitudes to 
alcohol were transferred to other 
drugs. Henceforth, addiction was re­
garded with a mixture of pity, envy 
and fear.
A.K.J.
The 20th Century menace revealed 
for what it is, in the next Digger.
SPLITS IN DADDY COOL, CO. CAINE, SHUD, HIGHWAY, MATCHBOX
Grand Ennui hits the rock bands
by
Jenny Brown
Last month Daddy Cool played 
a lengthy set of golden oldies, new 
compositions and drummer Gary 
Young’s solo composiitons. The event 
was The Last Drive-In Movie Show 
at Melbourne’s Much More Ballroom, 
and the DC numbers were recorded 
for a double album, currently in the 
mixing machine.
What wasn’t said that night, and 
may not have been said even back- 
stage, was that this could well have 
been the Last j Daddy Cool Show 
too ... . The band has since retreated 
into various comers. Ian Winter has 
left to rejoin Carson. Ross Wilson 
is mixing the album and restocking 
on cosmic energy after a year or
so of shadow-boxing with audiences, 
popularity and his wish to be at peace 
with the world.
“We’re still gonna do some gigs 
in about a month’s time, when the 
record comes out. That’s if Ian 
Winter still wants to get a week 
or two off from Carson, “says Ross, 
“and if he can’t . . . well, maybe 
we won’t do any promo gigs.” He' 
laughs.
Company Caine, also tipped to 
rip at the seams, will allegedly lose 
Little Gulliver Smith to a band he’s 
forming with Ross Wilson . . . 
Chances are, since both D.C. and 
Co. Caine featured two lead guitarists 
Ross Hannaford (D.C.) and Russell 
Smith (Co. Caine) would be in on 
whatever’s happening. At least one 
track on the new D.C. album is a
Wilson/Smith composition. Daddy 
Cool’s drummer, Gary Young, is 
splendidly set up for a solo 
career; with his single and his sex- 
life currently being thrashed to death 
on the radio . . .
Tamam Shud gave stunningly 
brilliant performance at the Much 
More Ballroom-3XY frljt sKoW, last 
Sunday afternoon, sounding Setter 
than they ever sounded at their 
zenith. (Country Radio played a last 
gig there too, before leaving finally 
for Canada.)
Also on the bill were Murtceps, 
who now have another new keyboard- 
player; and Captain, Matchbox 
Whoopee Band. Rumours are rife 
about dissatisfaction within their 
ranks, too; reports of ego-trippers 
and personality clashes.
Highway have, of course, split, 
and some members will form a new 
band with some of the splinters of 
Tamam Shud. (Shud will spawn at 
least three splinter groups.)
The eagerly-awaited Freakist New- 
Lift Theatrics • band from Adelaide 
Toads Nitgly, split before playing 
any Melbourne gigs. They were not 
just another band from Adelaide 
(forgive me). A few Toads will be 
staying in Melbourne to whip up a 
band with the likes of Fred Cass, ex- 
Lipp and the Double Decker Brothers.
The La De Das will be changing 
their line-up too — thè new one is, as 
yet, unconfirmed. Perhaps a couple 
of Toads, a hundred and forty pounds 
or so of Co. Caine, a Whoopee, and 
a Shud or two would be interesting.
When the boss isn t hurt, they can stay out
RATS SHIT ON THE COLOMBO PLAN
by
David Rubin
The word ‘strike’ is a much mal­
igned word in our society. The in­
dustrial pundits reporting strikes 
give the impression that every wor­
ker is overjoyed when he is out on 
strike. How often have we been 
told what a power hungry bastard 
the guy in charge of a Union is. 
The truth is that the strike is a weap­
on the workers use as a last resort. 
When everything else fails the only 
way they can be sure of being heard 
is to withhold the only commodity 
they have to sell, their laboring 
power.
When a vital industry is so af­
fected, the cry is that the economy 
is being ruined and that the country 
might suffer (it’s never ruined when 
combines such as B.H.P. and General 
Motors rake off a cool half million 
dollars profit a week). When a vital 
industry is not so affected or they 
can by-pass it, the workers can strike 
till the coWs come home.
One such strike is now in pro­
gress. The Shipwrights and Ships 
Painters and Dockers have , been on 
strike for the last four weeks. The 
Shipwright usually prepares the 
floors of freezer holds so that meat 
being exported gets the necessary 
amount of cold air equally distributed 
and the meat arrives in good con­
dition. He also secures loaded cargo 
so that the cargo won’t shift at 
sea and endanger the crew and ship. 
The Painter and Docker cleans the 
holds after imported cargo is un­
loaded and before our exports, mainly 
foodstuffs, are loaded for overseas.
The work of the Shipwrights and 
Painters and Dpckers doesn’t directly 
affect the schedules of ships as does 
that of wharfies and seamen when 
they strike. It’s obvious that the 
employers don’t see a threat to their 
timetables and are not anxious to give 
these people the same conditions as
enjoyed by the wharfies. The wharfie 
works seven hours a day. The others, 
now on strike, (who work next to 
the wharfie) have to stay an hour a 
day longer. This causes a lot of 
resentment. The employer’s attitude 
is simple. As long as the ships are 
loaded and discharged and leave; he 
is happy. It doesn’t worry him that 
the cargo might shift and cause dam­
age and injury — he’s not on the ship, 
is he? Insurance companies have to 
worry about that.
As far as clean holds are concer­
ned, who cares? After all, the gooks 
are used to eating rats. They wouldn’t 
worry over a little rat shit in the 
flour or rice we export to them (and 
some of it under the Colombo Aid 
Plan). What’s interesting is the 
attitude of the Navigation Depart­
ment, (a Commonwealth Agency) 
and the Health Department. The 
Navigation Department is there to 
see that ships operate in safety, with 
cargo properly loaded, etc. The 
Health Department supervises the 
fumigation of dirty rat or cockroach 
infested holds. The question is: Are 
they doing their job?
We know that the wharfies won’t 
work unless the jobs are done by 
fellow Unionists, but they have to 
work even if the job is not done. 
It is possible that these Government 
agencies are just turning a blind 
eye to what’s going on.
The strikers are meeting this week. 
They ask for a 35-hour week, $20 
a week over award payments, fares 
to the city when working late at 
night and compensation payments to 
be made up to a week’s wages when 
hurt while working in this hazard­
ous industry. The employer agreed 
to the compensation but will only 
agree to $4.00 per week higher 
wages and have scrubbed the 35-hour 
week and fares, so the strike goes 
on and to hell with the condition of 
our exported foods arid other goods.
“The men” , as George Campbell 
the Secretary of the Shipwrights 
said, “are solid” . Support is coming 
in from other Unions. The wharfies 
collected nearly a thousand dollars 
for the strike fund and working memL 
bers of that Union levied themselves 
$3.00 per week for the fund.
The maritime unions have put 
a black ban on all cars exported as 
they are traditionally lashed by ship­
wrights. All dunnage to the wharves 
is under a black ban also.
Harry Clark, the Working Vigilance 
Officer of the Shipwrights, together 
with some striking men patrol the 
wharves. They are confident of even­
tual victory. Meanwhile it’s worth 
noting that when it comes to 
‘mezuma’, there is very little patriot­
ism in the ranks of the employers. 
While workers are unemployed and 
others are on strike, ships are being 
se,nt to Singapore to be refitted. 
This is a job easily dope by our 
labour, but like transistors and tape 
recorders it’s cheaper to fit a ship 
out in Singapore than here. In Singa­
pore there are no strikes, and labour 
is cheap.
Layoff 
the lipstick
Unlike the strike by the Ship­
wrights and Painters and Dockers, the 
strike by 3000 Pharmaceutical men 
and women has a different character. 
Here we have two forces within the 
employers’ ranks: the local and the 
overseas manufacturers. The Store- 
men and Packers have attempted 
to lodge a log of claims with em­
ployers who at first flatly refused to 
negotiate. Because of this refusal 
the workers stopped work. As the 
strike progressed tbe local manu­
facturers (for example Sigma Pty.
Ltd.) agreed to negotiate, and the 
workers went back. But the locally 
owned industries consist of- only 
about 7 per cent of what’s manuf­
actured here. 93 per cent of plant 
is foreign owned — and they don’t  
care. Their plants work at full blast 
in America, Britian and West Ger­
many. D.H.A., and Slater Walker 
are British owned; Frank Davies, 
Squibbs and Cynamid are all part of 
the huge American chemical com­
bines and are directed from overseas 
in their industrial policies.
This gives a peculiar twist to the 
foreign investment issue now debated 
throughout Australia. Established here 
as overseas-based companies, they 
make huge profits but care very little 
about the people of the lands in 
which they operate. Their plants can 
never go out of business. While a 
strike is on in one country, the 
work goes on somewhere else and if 
necessary the goods they manu­
facture can be imported at jacked- 
up prices.
Just as well the Pharmaceutical 
Guild of Australia is not foreign 
owned. They have used common 
sense and found the Union eager to 
co-operate. All life-saving drugs are 
exempt from the strike. Let’s hope 
that the manufacturers won’t sabotage 
this arrangement. Items such as cos­
metics are affected; the birds using, 
these items should do so sparingly 
— who knows how long the strike 
will last?
Incidentally, the outcome of the 
strike reported by me in' the last 
issue, at the B.B.B. Mattress factory 
has been settled. The workers got 
a $6 a week rise, 10 minutes’ Smoko 
and the tower looks much prettier : 
now that the glass has been covered 
with shut-out curtains on tall sides, 
except for the little space reserved 
for the Manager. He definitely can’t 
see everything!
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Jef Doring made a movie, called 
Tidikawa and Friends. Sometimes it 
seems like he delivered his soul to 
this movie he made. He looks strung 
out, at the wheel of his white Holden 
Premier waggon, talking about his 
movie. The Holden has 25,000 miles 
on the clock, and is nearly out of 
petrol. Jef’s wife, Su, is gently sug­
gesting a refuel, and a change of dri­
vers. “You want me to take over?” 
she suggests.
Jef gets distracted, talking about 
his movie. Since he drives fast, this 
can be scarey. However, acting scared 
doesn’t make Jef drive more atten­
tively, because he’s a feeder on hor- 
rorshow vibes.
“Hygiene” — the word keeps 
coming up. “Our ideas about hy­
giene . . .” And Jef throws a blue, 
round-eyed glance over his shoulder 
at the visitors in the back seat: Jef, 
30, is tall and boney, blond as a 
surfie, and he wears goldrimmed 
glasses. On a day of hassling with 
distributors about his movie, he might 
also wear a green velvet $40 suit 
from Flookies, yellow sox, good 
walking boots, and a western shirt 
with a* purple yoke.
The visitors don’t know quite 
what to make of Jef, and Jef doesn’t 
know quite what to make of them 
. . . he shows the big white teeth 
that upper-class people have, a smile. 
Su gets him to pull over.
Su, 26, is dark, model-pretty, and 
if Jef were in his green velvet suit, 
she might wear brown leather pants 
and a white safari jacket. She hel­
ped Jef make the movie. All these 
crass distributors wonder why Jef 
didn’t have shots of her crossing 
the rivers, you know? All the other 
jungle adventure flicks have these 
shots of the pretty lady on the exped­
ition, you know? Nipples against 
the wet cotton blouse . . . why 
indeed, is there no such shot in 
Tidikawa and Friends?
* * *
The old, blond sandstone house 
is square. It’s twelve paces along 
the verandah on each side. The 
square house squats on a knoll. 
Beside it are two big storm mangled 
flame trees, and three big pines. In 
front is a giant squid of saw-sided 
cactus, that is infested with purple- 
flowered lantana vine, that has pun­
gent, savoury-smelling leaves with the 
texture of mint. The ti-tree bush
around the knoll is littered with huge 
flitches,. bulwarks of old wharves, 
studded with rusty IV2" threaded 
iron rod, and nuts, and Jef and the 
male visitor are raging around in this 
ti-tree in the white waggon, smashing 
up rotting wood to build a fire in 
the house up on the knoll.
The outside walls of the square 
house are decorated with heathen 
masks.
The house is bissected by a cor­
ridor. On either side are two rooms. 
All four rooms are of equal size. 
The two front rooms are bedrooms. 
One is the Dorings’. The other is for 
guests. Behind the guestroom is the 
editting room, full of cans of 16mm 
film . . . 40,000 feet of Tidikawa 
and his friends. Across the corridor, 
behind the Dorings’ room, is a noth­
ing special room, with the phone in 
it. That was where they found Mrs 
Ferguson’s body.
Mrs Ferguson used to own this 
house. She was murdered by a 
14-Y-O member of her Bible class. 
The kid used to live down the road. 
He told the police he’d seen it 
done on TV, and had wondered 
how the real thing felt.
The Dorings bought the house 
and the surrounding 7 acres for 
$13,000. In five years the value of 
the land here, near Berowra Waters, 
has doubled. The male visitor is a 
niggler. This line of inquiry dis­
tresses Jef.
Jef is alienated.
Though they found Mrs Fergus­
on’s body eight years ago, the locals 
still call the house “Fergusons’ ” 
Jef and the locals don’t get on. 
There’s no sign of hostility. Just 
mutual miscomprehension . . .  a 
difference in wave length.
When the female visitor asked 
Jef where he went to school, he 
grimaced, said, “Shore” . And made a 
motion was though he were blowing 
his head off with a pistol.
* * *
Jef and Su met at East Sydney 
Tech, during the student days of 
Martin Sharp, Junior Bates, Peter 
Brown. They have a system of ideas 
about Australians that the male vis­
itor associates with people who shared 
that age and experience. It’s a sat­
irical reactiveness, a rejection of the 
philistine values of the satire objects 
. . .  the Australians who aren't aware.
So when the visitor presses the
issues of money, possessions . . . Jef 
has to make it clear that his money 
is on the line, he’s responsible for 
paying back money . . .  he says he’d 
be thrown in gaol if he didn’t do 
the right thing, that he has to get 
the money back out of this film to 
make another one.
And there are crass distributors, 
who want to shorten the film, and 
who want to run a voice-over narrat­
ive over the entire thing, explaining 
things no-one can express in words. 
In fact, Jef wonders whether they 
can be expressed in sound and image. 
Magic and film are two different 
things.
It rolls around to the industrial 
father, Who’s rejected Tidikawa and 
Friends on racial, visceral grounds. 
For Christ’s sake — these blacks 
never bathe! A revulsion against dir­
tiness, a reaffirmation of our ideas 
about hygiene.
The male visitor is pressing, press­
ing for a clearer glimpse of something 
he sniffs, that he knows from the 
inside of a skin. It’s the smell of a 
silent screaming series of binds that 
an upper-middle class bloke exper­
iences when he rejects philistinism 
for more precarious systems of self- 
love, for a stab at Art.
Jef’s more comfortable with self- 
mocking talk about ghosts. He lights 
up when he talks about Tidikawa’s 
magic . . . and looks sharply at the 
visitors, to see how they’re taking 
this. For Jef is concerned about being 
misunderstood, but he’s more con­
cerned about truth, the reality he 
wants to convey. And so he dis­
trusts his camera, and things get 
complicated: “The people are living, 
you’re only looking over their shoul­
ders for a start . . . there’s magic 
in that way of life, right there in 
front of you.
“And we made a terrible, terrible 
mistake. Halfway through the film 
we realized we were in the wrong.”
* * *
The Bedamini live in long houses. 
These are built with palings, to 
resist attack. The houses may be 
400 feet long, maybe a hundred 
feet wide. The floor is dirt, and 
fires are lit on the dirt. The smoke 
seeps up through the thatch. At the 
rear of the long house is a plat­
form, with the sleeping quarters on 
it. The sexes sleep separately. The 
women do not go out in the bushes 
to shit, like the men. The floors of 
their little cells are covered with 
feces.
The women are modest, and al­
ways hold their skirts down when 
in the gardens. The Bedamini don’t 
talk about sex much, and appar­
ently there’s no fucking in the long 
house. Husbands love their wives 
in the gardens in the morning.
The Bedamini live in small com­
munes, perhaps a group of one or 
two long houses, a few smaller 
huts, and work together on garden­
ing. Their agriculture is bush-fallow 
style. They clear some jungle, and 
grow taro, bananas, and sugar cane, 
and harvest sago and adili-roots from 
the swamps. The rain washes away 
the top-soil, so a new garden site 
must be cleared every few years. 
In the movie, we see the people 
clearing the forest..
Their food is roasted in coals, or 
steamed in banana leaves. The Bed­
amini get little meat. They run some 
pigs, and hunt wild ones, and also 
take a variety of birds — hombills, 
cassowary and pigeons. They get 
some small fish and lizards, too. 
And they eat other people. The word 
for enemy is a synonym for “hot 
meat” . Because their neighbours have 
the same dietayy habits, hunting is 
limited: it is dangerous to go too 
far from home.
Osia, the Doring’s translator, 
learned Police Motu while doing 
four years at Bomana Correctional 
Institute for Indigenes. Osia was
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Above left: When a friend dies, his body is laid in the long house for a few days, friends come. The body puffs up with 
gas, and the limbs stiffen. Then it is pu t in a rack. Mourners rub the juice running from the body's skin on their.own 
skin. Above: Tidikawa, the spirit singer -Wi W
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sent there for murder and “tam­
pering with a corpse” . At first, he 
denied this to Dorings. He said he 
had taken the rap for a brother. 
However, one night Jef walked into 
a fire circle, and found Osia bragging 
and pantomiming the details of the 
raid.
The Bedamini have an art of 
dream-prophecy. If one dreams of a 
person dying, the hunters will kill 
a pig. If one dreams of a pig being 
killed, a man will be killed and 
eaten. Dreamers of the death of 
pigs often go together on raids, and 
great adventures result from such 
dreamings.
An enemy brought down in a raid 
or ambush has his head ritually 
smashed with a club or axe. The 
corpse is usually conveyed to the 
house trussed upon a pole. Occas­
ionally, the corpse may be eaten 
in the bush, and the gift portions 
delivered to their customary recip­
ients by the separate members of 
their raiding party, when camp is 
broken.
Though Doring heard of no for­
mal ritual, he expects that the arriv­
al of the corpse is celebrated at the 
long house. Apparently toothless men 
and women ask their sons to 
claim tender parts, such as the liver, 
for them. The cooking preparation 
is similar to that for pig. The body 
is opened from the base of the stom­
ach to the chest. The internal or­
gans are removed, and the intes­
tines washed. Blood that seeps into 
the empty cavity is ladled out, with 
coconut spoons.
The limbs are set aside, and cooked 
separately, and given as gifts to allied 
clans. Sometimes the head is also
given to allies, but usually the eyes 
are removed and used in hunting 
magic. This ritual involves slashing 
a tree with red sap, and putting 
the eyes in the notch.
Enemies are considered good 
tucker, and everyone, including chil­
dren, enjoys the feast. Dorings found 
no informant who suggested there 
were beliefs that spirits were an­
gered by the practice. On the contrary 
the Bedamini seem to think that if a 
murdered man has been eaten, his 
relatives have no right to reprisal. 
However, the relatives always take 
another view, and sooner or later a 
vengeance is done.
At Obemi, the people are diffid­
ent about speaking to whites about 
this practice. When Doring finally 
got Osia to talk, the interpreter 
became excited, and the phrase “how 
we are men” was used at first. Then 
Osia modified the position, by in­
sisting on using the phrase “what 
my father told me” in its stead.
There are no scenes of cannibal­
ism in this movie. There is some de­
tailed footage of the feast of pigs at 
the puberty initiation ceremony.
How can the visitor describe such 
a ceremony, or the spirit that was 
offended and who leveled the in­
itiates?
* * *
Torres Strait reaches into the es­
tuary of the Fly River, which 
branches into the Strickland, and 
back up on the Great Papuan 
Plateau, 2000 feet up and covered 
with jungle, are headwater streams 
like the Nomad River, where the 
Bedamini live. The Bedamini are
famous. They were famous before 
white patrols contacted them. Hun­
dreds of miles away, on the other 
side of the island, on the Sepik head­
waters, mothers tell their sons, “ if 
you aren’t good the Bedamini will 
eat you.”
The Dorings went there before, 
in 1969, Jef was sound recordist 
for a show that the American TV 
net, NBC, broadcast. Jef found the 
NBC’s handling of the footage re­
pulsive. He wanted to go back and 
do the thing right. A Commonwealth 
grant helped him get it together, and 
he went back last year.
Jef is alienated from the type of 
Australian who becomes a patrol 
officer in New Guinea.
Patrol officers are the vanguard 
of white culture, and they generally 
are ockers, and everything Jef des­
pises about Australia. He made tapes 
of them talking over the radio to 
their wives in DarU, a continuing 
saga of rock-apes and failed plum­
bing.
In fact, Jef would be happy to 
feel at home with the rock apes . . . 
but he’s too honest to believe he 
actually made it into their festering 
skin. His contempt for the material 
of our culture, our blessed technol­
ogy, is very great. He could not 
look up from jungle to the Kenne- 
cott and Texaco helicopters chun- 
dering over the great plateau, with­
out a curse for them and their 
mineral sniffing.
He couldn’t look at his own ca­
meras without thinking how many 
lies it had been used to tell, by 
excerpting a small square frame of 
the all-at-onceness. The fact he was 
making a movie to sell bugged him,
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Above: Women with children and bags of sago outside the communal house. Right: A Bedamini smoking tobacco 
Lower right: These people aren't afraid of the feel o f things. They touch everything, and take small things to put 
in their hair.
i his friends
ith Nuigini cannibals
made him the unwilling brother of 
rich American dilletantes, 8mm mis­
sionaries with hyperactive zoom len­
ses, enormous network film crews.
The web of Jef s binds has strang­
led almost every hint of a statement. 
There is a statement, but it’s con­
tained in the formal details of the 
film. It’s an 82-minute color movie, 
with a synchronous sound track, and 
some overdubbed naturally occuring 
‘sound. For the first 20 minutes, 
there is a slightly banal voice-over 
Jnarrative in English. This introduces 
the characters, and gives some potted 
accounts of myths. For the next 
hour, the visitors are watching these 
black people with bad skin diseases 
working, eating, dying, and making 
magic, and the only words spoken 
are in the Obemi dialect.
The Dorings got close to these 
little, fine-featured people. The Bed­
amini obviously tolerated them, and 
in some cases obviously dug them 
and their cameras, playing to the 
camera. But the Dorings felt the 
gear was an imposition. Jef, in the 
grip of his many contempts, grew a 
.doubt about the validity, the rele­
vance of the making of a movie. He 
began to distrust the camera.
“ It’s a poor substitute for your 
* vown eyes, in fact it must cover the 
eyes when in operation and forces 
fthe cameraman to see an isolated 
■ square image that contradicts the 
dimensions of normal vision.”
- -? And somehow the gear keeps 
breaking the moment. “Why is it 
necessary to stop communication 
with the little girl who has been 
exploring the shirt on your back 
for the last five minutes and turn on
the Nagra and announce ‘rolling 
sound’ when the sound has been 
rolling continuously for thousands 
of years. . . ”
The statement of the movie is 
exceptional. It goes something like 
this: “Here are people, cannibals, 
who never wash, whose life is a 
war for meat, and they have a music 
and a magic that you ought to sit 
still for 82 minutes to dig.” Of 
course, the imposition that this makes 
on the audience is less poignant to 
Jef than the question: in this 82 
minutes, cut from the hours of film, 
is the magic truly there?
* * *
Su Doring took the stills that 
appear on this page. She got close 
enough to what’s going on to con­
tract the Bedamini’s peculiar skin 
disease. She has a patch, of this 
exotic tinea on her right knee, which 
she paints with a lavender tincture. 
“The skin specialist said it was very 
unusual — Europeans don’t get it.” 
She is self-conscious about it, and 
the male visitor did not ask her if 
it was spreading.
The screening takes place in the 
corridor. Su does not watch the 
picture again. Jef does, sitting by 
the projector. He is apparently, fas­
cinated by this movie, that he has 
seen a hundred times . . .
What point is there in summariz­
ing the contents of a plotless movie? 
The visitors sat there in the corridor, 
whacked out, and grooving on the 
square image, and the sounds that 
issued.
A few impressions;
■ These people have remarkable 
faces. “It’s very easy to tell them 
apart.”
■ When the baby dies, and is put 
in the burial basket, the sense of 
death as an imposition comes 
across wonderfully in the cries of 
the mourners. Those who have 
gathered for the funeral feast are 
crying half-heartedly, and the 
child’s mother and father give out 
deep cries, shaded with cynicism. 
Death’s ripped off a daughter; 
now, the neighbours have come 
to rip off the food.
■ The only point where the visitors 
feel that the movie cheats, is dur­
ing the opening narrative, when 
Filem, the spirit that drags people 
underground, is shown going 
through the corn. Filem is, an 
Obemi man made up to look mon­
strous. His costume includes a 
pair of spectacles, with dark len­
ses, and frames made of mud.
Filem’s role is a ritual scaring of 
children. Much of the research was 
done before the film crew arrived, 
and when the Dorings asked for a 
shot of Filem, “ it wasn’t as good as 
we’d seen it before, so we got him 
to put on more mud over Jefs 
fishing goggles.” So The Obemi were 
sending up the Dorings.
■ The old man scratches his scab- 
brous skin with a leaf. (“It was a 
stinging nettle,” says Su, later. “ I 
tried it, and came up in welts.” )
■ The seance/singing sequence was 
stilted, the visitor later learns. Usually 
it takes place in darkness, but with 
set lamps, the singers did not get it 
on . . .
* * *
. . . and they can get it on. Yes. 
We sat in the kitchen, behind the
square house, listening to the tapes 
that were recorded in the dark. Our 
only light was the red fire from 
slagging pieces of old wharf.
In the dark, smoker’s coughs, idle 
chatter, and Tidikawa climbing up 
there. Tidikawa has a spirit child, 
a sagisu manu, who speaks to him 
from a tree over everything, and 
this spirit child is a bird called 
Tidigimu. Tidikawa gets up there on 
strong tobacco, adili-root, and hyper­
ventilation. He takes deep breaths, 
releasing them with clucks.
Hyperventilation is a way of spac­
ing yourself. The body can’t tell 
how much oxygen there is in the 
blood. The metabolism sensors only 
detect the percentage of carbon di­
oxide. As Tidikawa supercharges him­
self, the proportion of C02 in his 
blood drops, and funny things start 
happening to the energy interchanges 
across his cell membranes.
At a certain point up in that 
tree, Tidikawa inhales the spirit 
child, and the strain of possesion 
shows . . .  he holds his head, and 
the bird begins to sing. This is gesami. 
Tidikawa’s bird is a Stevie Wonder 
tenor, and it sings a word, gilumsubia 
. . . slowly, as slowly as a bird might 
fly from one horizon to the next.
Sitting by Tidikawa are six men, 
and their voices drone in, fly to 
the bird and fly in unison. Now 
the rhythm opens up, and the six 
voices peel, slur out to a round, 
in fifths harmony.
The thing about these rhythms 
. . . they are about a tenth of the 
frequency we associate with animal 
life. Sometimes they seem to dis­
appear into distance. But if you 
play the tape at 15 i.p.s. you discover 
that the rhythm is strict, precise, and 
tight.
In the background . . . jungle 
rain, and the coughs. Then the chor­
us begins, bass, responses and raps 
under the medium’s lead. This is a 
telepathic song. “The bush radio”. 
Tidigimu is making the rounds of 
the neighbouring villages, delivering 
the news. /
The chorus cracks up sometimes. 
It’s funny, what Tidigimu reports. 
There in, say Ugamobi, a pompous 
man has trod in his own shit.
The chorus repeats the punchline 
three times, with a cheer between 
each repetition.
He trod in his own shit 
YA!
He trod in his own shit 
YA!
' He trod in his own shit 
YA!
Jef knows the songs by heart. He 
and the visitors discover themselves 
singing with the chorus. The call 
response makes the words easy to 
learn. What’s difficult is the pattern 
of melodic development. The har­
monies are very blues. But the chorus 
sometimes splits into two parts, back- 
beating with a sharp, or a flat. Wheth­
er the second part will go up or down 
is something the Bedamini all seem 
to know — it must be obvious from 
foreknowledge or the logic of the 
song — but the visitors can’t work 
out the pattern.
Tidikawa grows exhausted. The 
spirit child’s presence fades, and 
popular songs take over. 
yatubi nay a ani 
wiya owabe ti mishe 
enomo fano fano i ya 
nokwaemi yeli kwala-la 
The Bedamini shake hands by 
clasping, then breaking with a wrist- 
roll and a finger snap. A long time 
after the visitors have seen the film, 
they remember that. In fact, after a 
visitor has seen this film, images 
from it continue to return . . . and 
nowhere in it are any pictures of 
Jef and Su Doring.
“The camera was there,” says 
Jef. “ It’s obvious the camera was 
there.” -  B.H.
September 9 — September 23 The Digger Supplement 1
MELBOURNE FLYER
Film s
The Ballad of Joe Hill (Rivoli 2)
Bedroom Mazurka (Roma)
Chariot of the Gods (Odeon)
Clockwork Orange (Eastend 1)
Concert for Bangladesh (Esquire)
Daddy Darling (Albany)
The Decameron (Eastend 2)
Dirty Harry (Swanston)
Fiddler on the Roof (Midcity 2)
French Connection (Midcity 3)
Fuzz (Midcity 5)
The Godfather (Barclay & Chelsea)
Hannie Caulder (Forum)
The House that Dripped Blood* (Midcity 4) 
The Cowboys (Midcity 5)
Klute (Swanston)
The Last Picture Show (Trak)
Mary Queen of Scots (Bercy)
Murmur of the Heart (Dendy Btn.)
One Day in- the Life of Ivan Denisovich 
(Rivoli 1)
One Is A Lonely Number (Metro)
The . Sexy Dozen (Times)
60 Glorious Years (Atheneum)
Straw Dogs (Midcity 1)
Theorama (Eastend 3)
Up the Chastity Belt (Forum)
C inem as
Atheneum: 60 Glorious Years, 138 Collins St 
Australia II: The Devils, 270 Collins St.
Bercy: Mary Queen of Scots 
Barclay: The Godfather, 131 Russell St 
Capitol: Ryan’s Daughter, 113 Swanston St. 
Chelsea: The Godfather, 178 Flinders St.
Dendy Brighton: Murmur of the Heart,
Church St., Btn.
Eastend 1: Clockwork Orange, 100 Bourke St 
Eastend 2: The Decameron, 100 Bourke St 
Eastend 3: Teorama, 100 Bourke St 
Esquire: Concert for Bangladesh, 238 Bourke St 
Forum: Hannie Caulder 154 Flinders St.
Metro: One Is A Lonely Number, 167 Collins St 
Midcity 1: Straw Dogs, 140 Bourke S t .
Midcity 2: Fiddler on the Roof, 140 Bourke St 
Midcity 3: The French Connection, 140 Bourke
Midcity 4: The House that Dripped Blood, 200 Bourke 
Midcity 5: Fuzz (M), 200 Bourke St 
Odeon: Chariot of the Gods, 283 Bourke St 
Rivoli 1: One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich, 
Camberwell Junction
Rivoli 2: Ballad of Joe Hill, Camberwell Junction 
Swanston: Klute, & Dirty Harry, 125 Swanston 
Roma: Bedroom Mazurka, 255 Bourke St 
Times: The Sexy Dozen, 283 Bourke St.
Trak: The Last Picture Show, 445 Toorak Rd.
Melbourne Uni. Union Theatre
Saturday 9 — “ Hour of the Furnaces” pts 2&3
8 P.M.
Monday 11 — Festival of famous films season 
“Sawdust & Tinsel’“ “ Eroica” Tickets Union 
theatre offices.
Tuesday 12 — Festival of famous films 
“Marseillaise” 8 p.m.
Wednesday 13 — “ Rio-Lobo” Tickets at door
1.30 pm
Wednesday 13 — “ La Kermessie Herique”
— Feyder “The Overcoat” Batalou 8 p.m.
Thursday 14 — “High Commissioner” — 
tickets at door. 1.00 p.m.
Thursday 14 — “Smiles of a Summer Night”
“ Ballad of a Soldier” 8.00 p.m.
Friday 15 — “ Ivan the Terrible” Pts 1 & 2 8.00pm 
Friday 15 — “Wake in Fright” tickets at door
11.30 pm
Saturday 16 — Film for children “ Flash the 
Sheepdog” Bookings Phone: 852454 2.00 pm 
Saturday 16 — “ Heatwave Island” “Beazin 
Meadow” “ Eisenstein” 8.00 pm.
Film  S o c ie tie s
Membership in a film society means you 
get to see more movies for less money. And 
if you take an active part in the society, 
you’ll get to see the films you want to see, 
instead of the films the big chains want to 
show you. Film societies can only admit 
members, so you need to join. Here are the 
addresses of some reasonable societies in 
being. Check them out — if none suit your 
particular taste, find some friends and start 
one of your own. We’ll help if you want to 
list it.
Membership is available to the public
Adult Education Association Film Group:
251 Princes St. Pt. Melbourne.
Australian Hungarian Film Society 
110 Riversdale Rd, Hawthorn 
Balaclava Film Society:
C/- FI. 3, 78 Hotham St. East St.Kilda 
Beaumaris Film Society:
C/- No. 8 Timms St. Cheltenham 
Blackburn/Mitcham Film Society:
C/- 56 Lucknow St. Mitcham 
Box Hill City Film Society:
, 17 Salisbury St. Mont Albert 
Camberwell Film Society:
C/- 222 Belmore Rd, Balwyn 
Catholic Film Society:
C/- 15 Howard St. Greensborough 
Caufield Film Society:
C/- 2 Harlington St. Elsternwick 
Coburg Film Society:
C/- 45 Royal Pde. Pasco Vale 
Croydon Film Society:
C/- 4 Stanley Gve. Canterbury 
Eltham Film Society:
Cl- P.O. Box 152 Eltham 
Fitzroy Film Society:
C/- P.O. Box 168 Fitzroy 
Ivanhoe Film Society:
C/- 32 Lucerne Cres. Alphington 
Melbourne Film Society:
C/- 53 Cardigan St. Carlton 
Mordialloc Film Society:
C/- 14 St. Cuthberts Ave. Ding ley 
Moving Clickers Film Society:
Cl- 8 Glover St. Sth. Melb.
Northcote Film Society:
C/- 147 Collins St. Thombury 
Oakleigh Film Society:
C/- 5 Westbrook St. Chadstone 
Frankston Film Society:
5 Westbrook St. Chadfctone 
Surrey Film Society (Canterbury):
FI. 3, 15 St. Leonards Crt. Sth. Yarra 
314 Film Society:
C/- C.S.I.R.O., 314 Albert St. East. Melb. 
University Film Group:
C/- 241 Peel St. North Melbourne.
Fantasy Film Society 
(Nicholas Hall Latrobe St. City)
September 21 — Membership open — 6631777 
Bella Lugosi “ Dracula” P. 3 “ Flash Gordon” , 
“Nostrato” (1st German vampire film) dress
like a vampire or dishevelled heroine — prizes.
Melbourne Filmmakers Co-op.
September 10 — American Underground 
Movies — Mike Kucher tour. David Louri’s 
“Project One” (U.S.A.) Judy Brays’ “The 
Changing Heart” (Aust.), Tom Cowan’s “Sig­
nature” , “ Dancing Class” and “ Australia 
Felix” (Aust.) at Babylon Cinema 161 Spring 
Street City.
September 14—20. 7 day Kuchar programme 
No. 2 (same venue as above)
September 21 & 24: Howard Lester’s “ Face” 
and “Improvisation on the Hollywood Ranch 
Market” , Martin Fabinyis “T.V. Dinner“ ,
“ One Day” , “A Pair of Legs” , Dusan Marek’s 
“Cobweb on a Parachute” .
National Film Theatre of Aust.
State Film Centre
September 12 — Ozu Mizoguchi Season “Souls 
On The Road” , “Tales of Ugetsu” , 7.40 pm. 
September 19 — “ Utamaro & His Five, Wo­
men” , “ Autumn Afternoon” 7.40 pm 
September 13 — “Sylvia Scarlett” , “Tarnished 
Lady” , Hepburn Cukor Season Dental Hospital 
Theatrette — 7.40 pm.
September 20 — “Mary of Scotland” , “ Royal 
Family of Broadway”
Vincent Film Library
The Vincent Library contains all films com­
pleted under the experimental Film and Tele­
vision Fund and some Australian Film Award 
winning films. These films are available for 
hire and a  catalogue may be obtained for 
one dollar from the Vincent Library, P.O.
Box 165, Carlton South, Vic.
D iscos
Berties
Saturday 9th — Langford Lever, Carson 
Sunday 10th — Jade, Black feather»
Saturday 16th — Plastic Palace Floorshow: 
Dopie Scott Pilkington — Stripper 
Sunday 17th — Friends, Jade
Easy Rider
Wednesday 13 — Headband 
Thursday 14 — Headband, Madder Lake 
Wednesday 20 — Blackfeather 
Thursday 21 — Carson
Garrison
Saturday 9 — Tank, Murtceps, Blackfeather,
Sunday 10 — Carson (Blues night)
Wednesday 13 — Country /Acoustic night 
Thursday 14 — Musos night, Barry Harvey, 
Barry Sullivan, Billy Greene 
Friday 15 — Colored Balls, Duck (Syd) with 
John Robinson, Teddy Toi, Bobby Gebbet, 
Larry Duryea etc.
Saturday 16 — Red McKelvie’s Third Union 
Band, Madder Lake, Duck 
Sunday 17 — Miss Universe 
Wednesday 20 — Country Acoustic night 
with Friends
Thursday 21 — Musos night with friends 
Friday 22 — Mackenzie Theory, Friends
Pier Hotel
Saturday 9 — Gary Hyde Tradition, Little Patti
Sunday 10 — Little Patti
Wednesday 13 — Kamahl
Friday 15 — Gary Hyde Tradition plus nine
Thursday 14 (King Neptunes) Pirana
Thursday 21 — (King Neptunes) Blackfeather
Melbourne Town Hall 
Friday 22 — Blackfeather, Carson, Country 
Radio, Captain Matchbox, Miss Universe
Much More Ballroom 
Saturday 16 — The Amazing Horse Opera 
Indelible Murtceps, Captain Matchbox,
Miss Universe
Melbourne Uni. Union Theatre 
Sunday 1 0 — 8 pm Multi Media workshop 
Percussion Ensemble. Lights & Sounds.
Tickets at office $1.00 Students $1.50
Q Club
Saturday 19 — Blackfeather, La De Das, Car- 
son, Band of Talabene, Edison Lights 
Saturday 16 — Headband, Jade, Duck with 
Teddy Toi, Steve Gibbit etc.
Rock Opera (St. Paul’s Cathedral)
Saturday 9th — Johnny Farnham & Chain 
in “The Prodigal Son” 13th, 14th, 15, & 16th: 
Colleen Hewett & Chain in “David & The 
Golden Throne”
Roundhouse
Friday 15 — Friends, Middle Earth, Headband 
Sebastians
Saturday 9th — Jade, ,La De Das 
Friday 15th — Crumpets Workshop Special
Disco listings continued over-
flayiords
Hon
IN GEAR FOR THE GUY WHO DOESN’T NEED JUST A HAND. 
ASK RON COOPER AT GAYLORDS TO RIP OUT SOME OF 
HIS RAINBOW LOAD OF TANK TOPS & GET ONE ON, LET 
HIM SWISH HIS GOLDEN TAPE MEASURE OVER YOUR MILLION 
DOLLAR LEGS & MAKE YOU A PAIR OF JEANS. RON’S GOT 
EXACTLY ONE ZILLION ITEMS OF GEAR THAT’LL RIP YOU 
APART. GAYLORDS 208&222 SWANSTON ST CITY
Mm
I  ¿esicjN EP
I S BWtf&Tl/fi
e
15/100 Drummond St 
Carlton. 348201
Australia’s only National 
Entertainment Agency 
Exclusive bookings
DADDY COOL; SPECTRUM; CAPTAIN 
MATCHBOX WHOOPEE BAND; INDELIBLE 
MURTCEPS; MACKENZIE THEORY; JOHN 
GRAHAM & BLACKSPUR; LEVI SMITH’S 
CLEFS; IT FLEW AWAY COUNTRY RADIO 
SUN
and Introducing
MISS UNIVERSE
(Ex-Tamam Shud/Highway)
INTERSTATE BANDS Available Sept-Oct. 
LA DE DAS; PIRANA; CO-CAINE; 69ERS; 
SHERBET; HOME; BATTERSEA HEROES; 
LIZARD; TED MULRY.
Special prices for Schools, Unis. etc. FORTUES. 19TH 
SEPTEMBER 
METRO THEATRE
A GOOD JOINT..
SAT 9: Tank, Murtceps, Blackfeather 
SUN 10: Carson (Blues Night)
WED 13: Country Acoustic Night — John Graham 
THUR 14: Musos Night Barry Harvey, Barry Sullivan, 
Billy Greene etc.
FRI 15: Colored Bails, Duck (Syd) - includes 
John Robinson, Teddy Toi, Bobby 
Gebbett, Larry Duryea etc.
SAT 16: Red McKelvie's Third Union Band,
Madder Lake, Duck 
SUN 17: Miss Universe
WED 20: Country Acoustic — John Graham 
Thur 21: Musos Night — Friends 
FRI 22: Mackenzies Theory, Friends
ADMISSION
WED. 8 .3 0 -  1.00 -$ 1 .0 0
THUR. 9 .0 0 -2 .3 0  -$ 1 .0 0
FRI. 9 .0 0 -3 .3 0  --$1 .50  80«/after 12.30
SAT. 8 .3 0 - T i l l  Late -  $1.50 80«/after 12.30
SUN. 8 .3 0 -2 .3 0  -$ 1 .2 0  70^ after 12.30
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TO
THE FIRST 100 READERS 
WHO SEND THIS ADVERT 
TO DIGGER 
58JDANTERBURY RD 
MIDDLE PARK
TO LIST YOURSELF, OR TO 
PLACE AN ADVERTISEMENT IN 
THESE PAGES, TELEPHONE 
TERRY CLEARY ON
m
LcjjwJ
ÜT r s :
THURSDAY NIGHT
COME AS YOU LIKE -  THE FRIENDLIEST 
ATMOSPHERE ON THE PENINSULAR 
Just Dig the Changes
PIER HOTEL- FRfiilK/TOn
ST. PAUL’S CATHEDRAL
“THE PRODIGAL SON” 
LAST NIGHT SAT. 9TH
‘DAVID & THE GOLDEN THRONE’ 
13th, 14th, 15th & 16th SEPT
All Shows at 8.30 PM. St. Pauls — City. 
Backed by “CHAIN” 
TICKETS 3.00, 2.00,1.00 
SEASON TICKET $7.00 
Available at Cathedral Office NOW or Phone 
Bookings 654-3349.
Mail Bookings must contain a stamped self- 
addressed envelope. Cheques & M.O. Payable 
to St. Paul’s Cathedral.
m * T m t V A .  T T S T M E U T
B S 0 B A M O B .
exclusive agents for Aust.’s No. 1 groups 
offering complete service for all entertainment 
requirements.
MELBOURNE Interstate
Aztecs Duck (Syd.)
Carson Pirana (Syd.)
Gerry’s Joy Band Sun (Syd.)
Chain Red McKelvie And
Friends The 3rd Union (syd.)
Highway Wolfe (N.Z.)
Lobby Loyd’s Toads Nitely (Adel.)
Colored Balls Buffalo (Syd.)
Langford Lever Hot Rocket (Syd.)
Madder Lake Bakery (W.A.) -
Phil Manning’s reformed
Band of Talabene Glenn Cardier (Syd.)
SOLE AUSTRALIAN AGENTS:
Max Merritt & Meteors and Many other
overseas acts.
2 Robertson Ave., St. Kilda, Melbourne
51 0661
(24 Hour Service)
Supplement 2 The Digger September 9 — September 23
ma
m LBOURNE FLYER
Party Machine and MacKenzie Theory 
‘Lord of the Ring’ — Ross Wilson, Ross 
Hannaford, Mike Rudd, Ray Amott. 
Saturday 16th — Lobby Loyd’s Colored Balls, 
Friends
Friday 22nd — Miss Universe, Country Radio
P ubs
Croxton Park
Monday 18 — Adrianne Russell 
Tuesday 19 — Winnifred Attwell 
Wednesday 20 — Strangers 
Thursday 21 — Johnny Chester 
Friday 22 — Carousels 
Saturday 23 — Brenda Marsh
Dorset Gardens 
Saturday 9 — Reg Lindsay 
Tuesday 12 — Kamahl 
Friday 15 — Carousels 
Saturday 16 — Ugly Dave Grey
Monarii
Thursdays, Fridays & Saturdays:
New Sound
Mathew Flinders
Saturday 9 — Normie Rowe
Saturday 16 — Steve Kerry
Thursday 21 — Chris Kirby
Friday 22 — Grantley Dee & Henchmen
Penthouse Hotel 
Saturday 9 — Fascination 
Friday 15 — Steve Kerry 
Saturday 16 — Marina Dale 
Thursday 21 — Frankie Davidson 
Friday 22 — Ross D. Whylie
Pier Hotel, Frankston 
Saturday 9 — Garry Hyde Tradition, 
little  Patti
Sunday 10 — Little Tatti 
Wednesday 13 — Kamahl 
Friday 15 — Garry Hyde Tradition 
Saturday 16 — Title Fight 
Saturday 17 — Carousels
Sandown Park
Saturday 9 — Tony Braddock
Sunday 10 — Everton Park
Monday 11 — Everton Park
Tuesday 12 & Wed 13 — Everton Park
Thursday 14 — Steve Carey, Everton Park
Friday & Saturday Steve Carey
Sunday 17 — Everton Park
Kortums (Southern Aurora)
Saturday 9 — Johnny O’Keefe 
Wednesday 13 — Blue Echoes 
Thurs, Fri, & Sat — Blue Echoes
Southside Six
Saturday 9 — The Impressions 
Sunday 10 — Blackfeather 
Monday 11 — The Impressions 
Tuesday till Friday — The Impressions
Saturday 16 — Disco (afternoon)
Sunday 17 — Disco with Go-Go dancers
Tarmac Hotel
Friday 22 — Normie Rowe
Saturday 9 — Steve Kerry,
Thursday 14 — Billy Thorpe 
Friday 15 — Ugly Dave Gray 
Sunday 17 — Blue Echoes
Tottenham Hotel 
Saturday 9 — Ross D. Whyllie 
Sunday 10 — The Three Arthurs 
Wednesday 13 — The Sunbury Film 
Thursday 14 — Carousels 
Friday 15 — Reg Lindsay 
Saturday 16 — Reg Lindsay 
Saturday 17 — Normie Rowe
Top Hat
Saturday 9 — Lynne Dutton
Monday 11 — The Carousels till Saturday 16th.
Waltzing Matilda
Saturday 9 — Don Martin
Sunday 10 — The Vibrants
Monday 11 — The Vibrants till Thursday 14.
Thursday 14 — Normie Rowe till Saturday 16 
Sunday 17 — The Vibrants
Winston Charles
9th — 17th Peter Dean Floorshow
H elp !
Life is one damn thing after another, 
isn’t it? If chaos is getting on top of you, 
and you need some help developing a plot, 
here are some people, places, and things 
where you may be able to get that help. In 
some cases, the help is free; in other cases, 
it’s fairly reasonable.
Personal Emergency Advice Service: 41-5678 
Lifeline: 662-1000
Poisons Information Centre: 347-5522 
(all above are 24-hour services)
Pregnancy Support Service: 88-3339 
(10-2 pm and 8-10 pm)
TROUBLE WITH THE LAW 
Legal Aid Committee:
Floor 9, 480 Collins St, Melbourne helps 
people unable to pay legal costs. Tele: 
61-2022. Public Solicitor (Attorney-General’s 
Dept.) 272-282 Queen St. Melbourne offers 
legal aid in' criminal matters only for those 
unable to pay. Tele: 60-0461.
Melbourne University Law Faculty:
180 Palmerston St. Carlton is a legal/referral 
service conducted by students — Monday, 
Tuesday, Thursday, from 6—8 pm.
Monash University Law Faculty: 
at C.A.B. 107 Russel St. provides a legal 
service on Monday, Thursday, mornings and 
Wednesday afternoons. Also at Springvale 
Community Aid and Advice Bureau.
STARVING
If you’re actually without the means to 
buy a feed, there are some places that will 
give you food. They are located in A’Beckett 
St., and off Lonsdale St., in the city, above 
Exhibition Gardens in Carlton, in Fleming- 
ton Rd., and in Brunswick St., Fitzroy. For 
precise details of the service (you must be 
punctual) ask someone who looks like they 
use these services regularly.
BOOZE AND DOPE 
Alcoholism Clinic:
St. Vincent’s Hospital, Victoria Prde Fitzroy 
Handles medical and social problems resulting 
from alcohol. Tele: 410221 ext. 704.
Alexandra Clinic:
6 Alexandra Pde Fitzroy offers treatment 
for alcoholics. Tele: 415738
Alcoholics Anonymous:
104 Wellington Pde, East Melbourne where 
alcoholics get together to discuss mutual 
problems. Tele: 415384/5385.
Bouyancy Foundation of Victoria:
236 Drummond Street, Carlton. Offers O.D. 
assistance, treatment and research into drug 
dependence. Tele: 347-5166/5323.
VENEREAL DISEASE
Health Department, 136 Gertrude St. Fitzroy. 
If under 16 years, you must be accompanied 
by a parent/guardian or have written consent. 
Various hours for men and women on week­
days. Tel: 411954. For women and girls only 
— Queen Victoria Hospital, Tel: 666046 and 
Royal Women’s Hospital, Tel: 340951.
Note:
There are a lot of things going around that 
produce sore genitals besides syphillis and 
gonorrhoea, but government clinics seem best 
at diagnosing and treating the traditional 
diseases. However, everybody ought to get 
over this bashfulness about going down to 
VD clinic every so often. There are the 
usual ethical reasons — why share an ill 
with people you like; But beyond that, The 
Digger recommends VD clinics as entertain­
ment: they are usually friendly, reasonably 
efficient places, and the staff make great 
jokes. One micropathologist we know tells 
such good ones that it’s a pleasure to repeat 
them, when you’re conferring with your 
friends about the results.
FAMILY PLANNING
Catholic Family Planning Centre:
21 Brunswick St. Fitzroy (for ovulation 
method only) Tel: 417479.
Brotherhood of St. Laurence:
75 Brunswick St. Fitzroy. Tel: 414155. 
Family Planning Association:
509 Collins St. Melbourne. Tel: 612108
Queen Elizabeth Hospital: 96 Keppel St. 
Carlton. Tel: 3471374.
Queen Victoria Hospital:
172 Lonsdale St Melbourne. Tel: 666046 ext. 
509/510.
Footscray Trade Union and Research Centre: 
Paisley St. Footscray, Tel: 687351.
Royal Women’s Hospital:
132 Grattan St. Carlton. Tel: 340951.
OTHER FAMILY SERVICES
Children’s Day Care:
Victorian Association of Day Nurseries:
100 Drummond St. Sth. Carlton. Also Ascot 
Vale, Brunswick, Carlton, Collingwood, Fitzroy, 
Footscray, Northcote and Richmond. For pre­
school kids, and you pay something usually. 
Tel: 3475686.
Day Nurseries:
Broadmeadows: 415 Camp Rd. 3093388 
Flemington, Debney’s Park, Nt. Alexander 
Rd, 334629
Melbourne: 275 Exhibition St. 6621782 
North Melbourne: 28 Howard St 301592 
Prahran: 19 Princes St, 511633 
Preston: 260 Gower St. 4781088 
South Melbourne: 314 Coventry St 696111;
St Kilda: Chapel St, 940251
Financial Problems:
Central Methodist Mission, 148 Lonsdale St 
Melbourne provides counselling and assistance 
for needy families. Tel: 6622355.
State Schools Relief Committee: 21 Lincoln 
St. Ri chmond has clothing, footwear, uni­
forms for children referred by headmasters.
Tel: 425300.
Free Travel to Hospital: Apply to Health 
Department, 295 St. Melbourne. For those 
on low or no income. Should apply in ad­
vance. Tel: 676384.
Housing:
Metropolitan Fair Rents Board. (Rental In­
vestigation Bureau): 435 La Trobe St., Mel­
bourne deals with excessive rent complaints, 
or problems with conditions and can proceed 
against landlords. Tel: 600361.
Note:
Fiar Rents is, in our experience, a fair din- 
kum service. They are not a PR agency for 
landlords: however, they are more likely to 
make the landlord fix the place up than get 
hip to drop the rent. Often, mentioning 
Fair Rents is a good negotiating tactic.
MADNESS
Anyone who has a psychiatric problem can 
seek a referral from a local doctor. The doc 
may be able to direct you to someone who 
can assist. Not all GPs are sold on psy­
chiatry, however.
The Mental Health Authority: is responsible 
for diagnosis, treatment and care of the 
mentally ill. Out-patients clinic, sheltered 
workshops, training centre, long or short­
term psychiatric hospitals. A Government 
agency, which receives mixed reviews. If you 
figure its an emergency, telephone Personal 
Emergency Advice Service at 415678.
Don’t be afraid to he mad; don’t be afraid 
to do something about getting over it.
CONSCIOUSNESS-RAISING
Gay Liberation Front
Box No. 85, Union Bldg, Melbourne Uni.
Victorian Secondary Students Union 
354 Rathdowne St. Carlton
Draft Resisters Union
Box No. 73 Union Bldg, Uni Melb.
Socialist Youth Alliance
Box No. 55 Union Bldg, Uni Melb.
Women’s Liberation
Box No. 105 Union Bldg, Uni. Melb.
T h e a tre s
Comedy Theatre
“An Ideal Husband” Bookings phone 6631822 
Playbox Theatre
“ Godspell” Mon—1Thur. 8.30; Fri—Sat 5.40 & 
8.30
Melbourne Uni. Guild Theatre 
(open to public)
Sat. 9 -  “The Tempest” 8.15 
Monday 11 “Endgame” 8 pm phone: 3298940 
Tuesday 12 — Friday 15 “ Endgame” 8 pm. 
Saturday 16 — “ Endgame” 2.30 p.m.
Monash Plays (Alexander Theatre)
(open to public)
Monday 11 — “Barefoot in the Park” 8 PM 
Until September 13
Friday September 22 -  “ Song of Norway” 
Cheltenham Light Opera Co. 8 pm.
Metro
“ Grease” 8.15 nightly, plus 5.45 Friday; & 
Saturday 2.15.
Her Majesty’s
“ No No Nanette” 8.15 nightly 
Pram Factory
Sunday 10 — Sunday 17 — “ Bastardy”
Tuesday 19 — “Joss Adams” by Alma De 
Groen “ He can even Swagger Sitting Down” 
on George Wallace by John Romerill.
2 Week run.
Princess Theatre
Saturday 9 — 21st “ Images Classique” , “The 
Display” , “ Facade”
Russell St. Theatre
“ Father Dear Come Over Here” Till Sept. 16 
by Ron Harrison
St. Martin’s Theatre
“ Same Difference” May Soverdlin Sept. 10-23.
CLU B
SAT.9
BLACKFEATHER
(Recording an Album Live) 
LA DE DAS, CARSON 
BAND OF TALABENE
EDDISON LIGHTS
Admission $2.00 — 7.45
SAX16
HEADBAND S.A. JADE
DUCK —From Sydney with
TEDDY TOI, STEVE GIBBIT,
BOBBY MARCHINI, LARRY
DURYEA (SHUD) JOHN
ROBINSON (BLACKFEATHER)
Admission $1.50 — 8.00
No. 1 Spring St. City 63-2513
SUN 17TH 
FRIENDS 
JADE
SAT 16TH
PLASTIC PALACE FLOORSHOW 
DODIE SCOTT-PILLINGTON 
ALIAS 
STRIPPER
SAT 9TH
LANGFORD LEVER 
CARSON
SUN 10TH 
JADE
BLACKFEATHER
355 EXHIBITION ST. CITY 
SATURDAY THE 9TH
LADE-DAS,jade»
and a
FRIDAY THE 15TH
ONE NIGHTER - PARTY MACHINE 
& MACKENZIE THEORY TOGETHER 
PRESENTING THEIR JOINT COMPOSITION 
OF “LORD OF THE RINGS”
With
ROSS WILSON 
ROSS HANNAFORD 
MIKE RUDD 
RAY ARNOTT
SATURDAY THE 16TH 
LOBBY LOYDS COLORED BALLS 
FRIENDS
FRIDAY THE 22ND 
MISS UNIVERSE 
COUNTRY RADIO
f  MOCNMORC 
■  8 A U K O 0 M
s& ï»
m
ZO BRUNSWICK ST., FITZROY
FEATURING
kincadmmMssuimerse
(With former members Tamam Shud)
LANGFORD LEVER 
LIGHTS BY GIANT EDISON SCREW 
PLUS
The Horse Opera Revue,
Food Stalls etc.
All this & Much More $2.00.
M  dye p.r. promotion/ 
ond entertainment
SUITE 20. 545 ST. K ILD A  RD. MELB. 3004. PHONE: 514234
WITH WHAT COULD BE 100 YEARS OF 
EXPERIENCE IN ROCK, FASHION & 
EVERYTHING  HIP, ISSI CAN LAY UNIQUE  
PUBLICITY & PROMOTION ON YOU  
TH A T'LL  WIN YOUR BUSINESS, PRODUCT 
OR W HATEVER A GREAT BAGFULL OF 
THE TOO OFTEN AVERTED PUBLIC EYE.
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If Your C on scien ce is  C lear, 
You've Got N othing to Fear
By Bruce Hanford
In the 1st installment: NSW po­
lice chief, Norm Allan, challenged 
Dr Bert Wainer to deliver evidence 
about the Sydney abort racket. Doc 
Wainer's also invited to debate abort 
law reform on Sydney's top-rating 
2GB. Then the Doc's told he'll be 
shot if he goes to Sydney.
Evan Whitton, Truth reporter, be­
lieves the threats are bullshit. He 
offers to keep the Doc company 
on the trip, and talks his protege, 
Hanford, into coming too. After a 
long night o f considering the risk 
a decoy flight is booked on com­
mercial je t from the main Melbourne 
airport. A covert charter is arranged 
from the alternate airport at Moor- 
abbin. The next morning finds Urm 
Wright, pilot, and Wally Bednar, 
co-pilot, flying a Piper Aztec tw in  
call-signed Tango Golf Quebec to Syd­
ney, blissfully unaware o f the iden­
tity o f their passengers. It's 1030 
hours, 10 July, 1969: now read 
on .
W ith the music of a choir of angels farting. TGQ flies at 145 knots, at 6000 feet. The land below grows 
wooded, rises toward her. In the 
ridge shadows are scarves of mist, 
and spotty clouds. To starboard are 
the Victorian Alps, Bogong the 
highest, at 6509 feet. Sun flashes 
from snow peaks.
The hard sunlight presses in spec­
tral colours through the perspex 
windows, heating the skin it touches. 
Urm the pilot removes his beret.
Urm was once magnificently bald, 
but now his shiney pate sports neat 
rows of tufts, follicle transplants.
At 1045 hours, Whitton notices 
that the Doc has kipped in the 
relative comfort of the two back 
seats. He speaks to Hanford. Their 
conversation is made private by the 
guttarizing of the engines. “Tired, 
old Bert,” says Whitton. “Got all 
these madmen blowing in his ear. He 
wouldn’t have had a good night’s 
rest in weeks.”
A jet of frigid air has concentrated 
on Whitton’s neck. The chill spreads 
to his feet.
Hanford says, “ I wish I’d taken 
a leak before boarding. That coffee 
is acting as a diuretic.”
“Tell me, do you think there’s 
anything in this bullshit that Bert’s 
going on about?
“You mean the threats? You mean 
about getting shot?” asks Hanford, 
alarmed.
“Yes,” replies Whitton.
Hanford stares. “ If I thought there 
was the slightest possibility of getting 
shot, I would not be here.” 
Whitton seems to take comfort in 
his words. He turns his face to the 
window, to giggle at his unspoken 
punchline — he wishes he weren't 
here.
A t 11 o’clock, the Doc lights another Stuyvesant. He leans his head between Whitton and Hanford. “ I’ve decided 
Fm not going to the police station. 
Bugger them. If Allan wants to see me 
he can come to the radio station. 
“Fair enough.”
The Doc leans back into the 
windowless part of TGQ.
Hanford tries to doodle on his 
reporter’s pad. The vibration ruins 
his line. He’s irritated by the party’s 
uneveness of apprehension. Whitton 
writes off the risk. Wainer sells the 
risk up, and then acts nonchalant. 
The Doc won’t want to look ridic­
ulous if Whitton’s right; and there’ll 
be no comfort for anyone if Whitton’s 
wrong.
Hanford’s shoulders knit. What 
sort of movie this? A rich history 
of disasters and beats has taught 
him to avoid fights that can be lost, 
and now he has a bad feeling. It’s 
the sort of feeling you get when an 
infantile dream of omnipotence, or 
glory, or honor, tempts you into 
confronting a real opponent.
He decides to work through the 
problem. It will take his mind off 
his bladder. Any activity. And, if 
Bert is putting the party on, or is the 
victim of a larger put on, there are 
aesthetic reasons to hype the shuck: 
better to be a buffoon in a farce than 
a blushing extra in melodrama.
An analysis: The least important 
threat was that of the irrational, 
a crank who saw the Doc as a 
menace to unborn innocence, or 
even trophy game. He’d be alone, 
and most likely armed with a rifle, 
since pistols are hard to get in Aus­
tralia. The crank was easy to avoid 
— take an unorthodox route through 
the airport, and avoid the entrance of 
2GB. The fact that they would be 
very late also helped. They were 
diffused in time and space.
A single pro on contract could use 
a pistol in a crowd, but the same
tactics applied: he’d have to work 
from a simple position, which meant 
he’d have to wait at a place the 
Doc didn’t have to be. A pro in a 
car, with a driver — that was more 
interesting . . .  there were miles of 
road to cover, and Hanford had 
been run off the road before by 
unfriendly people. It would be best if 
no one could tell what kind of car 
the Doc would be in. So he could 
take a taxi under a funny name. 
And a second taxi could go along 
behind the Doc’s taxi, and keep 
anyone from nudging it.
Hahford giggles again: there was 
also the paranoic universe, there was 
the large cartel that would use the 
police net to position them. They 
would have the resources of hun­
dreds of men, radio communication, 
the best weapons, local knowledge, 
ha, discipline . . .  he leans back:
B ert, hadn’t we better nut out a modus for getting to the radio station? I mean, just to fiddle the odds?”
“Good idea — you got any ideas? 
“I’ll write a memo.”
“G od on ya.”
The bearded one begins writing 
on his pad in block letters. WE ARE 
OBLIGED TO PROVIDE SOME 
MINIMAL SECURITY MEASURES 
FOR DR WAINER AT THE AIR­
PORT, AS CERTAIN THREATS 
HAVE BEEN MADE. WE WANT TO 
REDUCE THE POSSIBILITY OF 
ANYONE ON THE GROUND SUC­
CESSFULLY PREDICTING WHERE 
THE DOCTOR WILL LEAVE THE 
AIRCRAFT, AND WE WANT TO 
MINIMIZE THE AMOUNT OF TIME 
BETWEEN LEAVING THE AIR­
CRAFT AND GETTING INTO A 
TAXI. ,
Whitton reads the note, raises his 
eyebrows. Is Hanford taking this 
stuff seriously, or pulling Bert’s foot? 
Hanford passes the note to the Doc, 
who reads it with a poker face, and 
says, “good.” Then the note goes 
to Urm. Urm reads it carefully, and 
passes it to Wally, who reads it three 
times, and then turns around. His 
voice is louder than the eiigines: “ Is 
Dr Wainer in the aircraft?”
“Yes.”
The two aviators confer. Wally 
turns and asks Hanford, “Mascot 
or Bankstown?”
Hanford and Wainer work out the 
ETA, which will be no earlier than 
1300 hours. The radio show is the 
reason to go, so it has to be Mas­
cot, which is closer to the studio. 
The radio show starts at 1300.
Wally, Urm and Hanford work 
out from the plan of the aerodrome 
that TGQ can be taxied to a small 
terminus, calied Flight Facilities, far 
from the main passenger termini. 
Wainer OKs this. Hanford asks if 
Urm will try to get the control 
tower to order a couple of taxis as 
TGQ touches down.
“We can try, I don’t know,” 
says Urm.
“Do you have any particular 
brand of taxi in mind,” Hanford 
inquires.
“Just as long as it isn’t Yellow,” 
Wainer jests.
“How about RSL? If there’s a 
bit of action, the driver would be 
more likely to . . y’know? Hear
you talking.”
“Fine.”
“We’ll use a tail car to keep ‘em 
off our back. We’ll have radio con­
tact, that way, too.”
Whitton doesn’t like the way 
everybody else is playing this so 
deadpan.
“It’s not much of a plan,” Han­
ford says modestly, “but it should 
get us well away from cranks. Be­
sides, they would have had quite 
a wait by now, given up.
“I don’t fancy it will do us 
much good if we have any serious, 
organized opposition.”
“Well, it’s the best we can do,” 
says Wainer.
The Aztec mutters over the Blue 
Mountains . . .
Out there the Pacific . , . Port Hacking and the ticky tacky of Lillie Pilli seep under. VH-TGQ declines into the 
filthy air of Sydney, banking this 
way and that as Wally and Urm 
look out the windows for some mys­
terious sign.
Tango Golf Quebec, roger. uh. 
position seven miles norwest o f the 
field. You are three and a half to 
four miles to the right o f the local­
ise^ descend to 2000 . . . f
Urm the Pakistani and Wally the 
Austrian Eagle wind Tango baby’s 
nose down well under the horizon 
and everybody starts swallowing , . .
Tango Golf Quebec descend to 
one five zero zero turn right heading 
one three zero to intercept final
at four miles . . .  all established . . .
“Thank you Tango Golf Quebec” 
says Wally into his mike.
The Aztec shudders, dips, yaws 
a bit. Hanford keeps playing First 
Lieutenant Marvin (teeth bared, nos­
trils flared, burning on towards 
dawn ....) yakking at Bednar. 
i Hanford: “ I’ll leave my recorder 
and stuff in the plane. Would one 
of you gentlemen go to the terminal 
with me while the doctor remains 
in the plane?”
Bednar: “Do you want to go to 
the flight facilities service or is i t . . . ” 
Wainer: “No, I want to keep as 
far away from everything as I can.” 
(His voice fatigued, and loud).
Bednar: “Or you want to go to 
the terminal itself?”
Hanford and Wainer raise a chorus 
of “No! No! No!”
“The flight facilities,” says Han­
ford.
“Flight facilities? Right. Now 
what is the taxi again? Ayeyesell?” 
Urm corrects his fellow aviator. 
“Aressell!”
“Right, Aressell!”
The runway, comes up like a 
wave and undeterred by the ear­
bashing Urm and Wally set her down 
without crashing and burning or any­
thing.
“Made it!”
The aviators look slightly insulted. 
Wally gets on tne air to control. 
“Tango Golf Quebec taxi clearance 
for flight facilities.”
Tango Golf Quebec make one 
eighty on the taxiway reenter run­
way twenty five . . .
“Tango Golf Quebec/’
Tango Golf Quebec turn left onto 
the runway taxi down the runway 
take the last taxi way left this is to 
taxiway works . . .
“Tango Golf Quebec. Is it possible 
for you to ring for two taxis, aressell 
taxis, at the flight facilities service. 
This is, ah, an important matter.” 
There is a long pause.
Tango Golf Quebec regret cannot 
provide this service.
“Can’t win them all.” <
A s soon as the props half Hanford and Urm get out of the plane at flight facilities and head into the building. 
Hanford is busting to urinate, but 
he decides it is more important to 
get the cabs coming.
“Can I make a phone call?” he 
asks the fellow at the counter. 
f  “Sure, red phone over there.” 
It takes a five cent piece and a 
two cent piece and Hanford has no 
five cent piece. He asks Urm for 
one. Urm doesn’t have one.
They have to wait for a While 
to attract the attention of the fellow 
behind the counter, who has wan­
dered off. He goes off to unlock 
a petty cash drawer. Hanford takes 
the five cent piece and hurries to the 
red phone. He drops in the coins. 
They go right through the phone and 
clank in the coin return tray. He 
opens up the little clear door and 
tries again. And again.
He laughs and says to the fellow 
behind the counter, “Look, it doesn’t 
work, your red phone doesn’t work, 
see, and it’s pretty urgent. Could 
we use your phone to book a cab?” 
“Sure, but you’ll have to wait 
until he,” and the fellow behind 
the counter points to a second fellow 
who is on the phone, “gets off.” 
“Fine,” says Hanford. “Urm, 
Would you book a couple of cabs 
for us — two cabs, OK?”
“In any name but you know 
who’s.”
“Righto.”
Hanford says to the fellow behind 
the counter, “where’s *the jakes, 
mate?” By the time he gets back 
relieved, Wally, Whitton and the doc­
tor are standing in front of the 
counter. They got tired of waiting 
in the plane.
“The cabs we booked for Cap­
tain Wright and party,” Urm says.
“Groovey. Best laid plans and all 
that. The red phone wouldn’t work,” 
Hanford explains to Whitton.
“So you decided to make a run 
for it.”
“Naw. I was busting. My back 
teeth were floating.”
“You were complaining of that 
all during the flight,” says Dr Wainer. 
“Prostate trouble, obviously.” ' 
“Really? What sort?”
“You’re younger than I am,” 
Wainer replies, with a grin.
hile they wait for the 
taxis, Hanford rings up 
2GB. He asks for the 
Operations Manager, and after get­
ting wired around through protective 
secretaries and the middle-echelons 
of management who are not out to 
lunch, he gets through to a Mr 
Campbell. Campbell suggests bringing
the cars up the lane beside the 
building and going in a rear exit. 
That sounds OK.
The two blue and red cars pull 
up alongside the Flight Facilities 
building. The Doc sits between Whit­
ton and the driver in the front car.. 
Hanford gets in the front seat of 
the second car.
“Where to, mate?”
“We will go to 2GB in the city, 
Phillips Street. But I want you to 
stay behind the other cab all the 
way, and I don’t want you to let 
any other car between us and the 
front cab. Your mate up there will 
have instructions to stay in the left 
lane most of the time. It’s important 
that you also block any attempt to 
get up inside us. I’ll look over my 
shoulder from time to time, but 
there’s no need to be uptight, it’s 
just a precaution.”
The driver looks hard, then fol­
lows the lead car. Hanford checks 
his tape recorder’s batteries as they 
move out, keeping as straight a face 
as he can. He is grateful that his 
beard covers most of his face, which 
is inclined to twitch. The familiar 
glue factory whiff of the suburb 
of Mascot strikes him. In the lead 
car Wainer and Whitton have in­
structed the driver and given him 
four dollars to whack up between 
the two cabs on arrival. The driver 
relays the message to the tail car 
by radio.
“Roger,” says Hanford’s driver. 
He looks across at his passengér 
“You don’t mind telling me what 
this is all about?
“The fellow sitting in the middle 
of the front seat of the cab in front 
of us has some evidence. Some people 
are rumoured to prefer him keeping 
it to himself.” Hanford looks to see 
what effect his words have. The 
driver has reflexively reached to 
adjust the rear view mirror. He con­
tinues, “now we don’t expect any 
trouble, but just to be on the safe 
side we want to discourage people 
from driving up alongside your mate 
up there.” The cab in front speeds 
up, moves into the right hand lane. 
Damn.
“Mind that Valiant!” 1
The driver neatly cuts out the 
Valiant coming up on the left 
“Righto,” hie says. He seems to 
enter into the spirit of things.
T he taxis swerve in past the gate, penetrate the narrow dead end lane — a man (Campbell?) waves them up. Whitton 
and Wainer spill from the lead car. 
Hanford goes out the door of the 
tail car leaving it open, and rounds 
it so it serves as a shield . . .
“Are you RIGHT MATE!” he bel­
lows at the small red-headed man in, 
the black raincoat and black gloves 
creeping up behind them. The small 
man flees. Hanford, pleased with the 
effect, giggles and races down the
alley — the small man is a reporter, 
carrying a tape recorder just like 
them . . .  the radio exec has led 
them through a fire door, the four 
of them pump up the flights of 
stairs, three floors, clattering and 
blowing like horses they canter along 
a panelled corridor into the studio. 
A taped commercial is on the air.
It’s 1.40 p.m. on the East Coast 
of Australia, 1340 hours.
T he IReverend Roger Bush and his one-armed announ­cer, Keith, are entertaining twenty or thirty thousand house­
wives in lieu of icemen.
The hearty vicar introduces the 
Wainer party to Professor Harvey 
Carey. Carey is a pink and silver 
razor-faced academic gynaecologist 
who puts Whitton in mind of the 
Very British cultural commissar 
(Wilfred Hyde-White) who hiredHolly 
Martins (Joseph Cotten) off to a 
literary bunfest in The Third Man.
The professor once dined with 
Whitton at Fanny’s in Melbourne 
and imparted an expert opinion on 
the perils of the anovulant pill and 
how these perils could be reduced 
by the observation of certain prin­
ciples devised by himself. The re­
porter can even remember how the 
professor ate (crayfish) and drank — 
abstemiously. But the professor does 
not recognize Whitton in this context.
As the Reverend and the two 
medical men go through their elab­
orate rites, the bearded one’s shoul­
ders knit. There are three double- 
glassed windows into the studio, 
leading to three separate booths. 
Fish in a barrel. “Look, I’ll go have 
a look around,” he whispers to 
Whitton, and exits through the 
double, sound-proofed doors. He 
prowls up and down the empty 
corridor, walks in to nod to the 
panel operator, looks into the other 
rooms. It is an impossible . . . a 
tall girl with charm school manners 
approaches him and introduces her­
self as the PR Officer for 2GB. 
Would he like something, coffee, 
tea?
v “I would like a glass of beer in 
which twb ounces of gin or whiskey 
have been poured. I am sure my 
friends in there would also appre­
ciate something like that. I would 
also like it if you told whoever is 
in the foyer below not to allow 
anyone up here that she does not 
recognize, and if someone does come 
up t  ring the studio block and have 
me notified.”
“But the press are coming up 
at the moment.”
“Oh well.” After a while he has 
a cup of white tea, and the press 
corps is gathered around the studio 
door. Among them is the little red- 
haired man in a black raincoat and 
black gloves, with his tape recorder.
T he red ON AIR sign is lit. In the studio, Reverend Bush lets the Doc know where the Professor’s at: “■. . . he 
doesn’t feel the existing law needs 
to be changed. He made that State­
ment a little earlier, and he won’t 
me repeating it. How do you feel 
about this?”
“Well, first of all, I feel that Pro­
fessor Carey is talking as a doctor. 
I take this stance as a man. Fm 
well aware, and I’m sure Professor 
Carey is well aware,* the major de­
mand for abortion, does not fall 
into the physical and mental health 
being threatened. Would you agree 
with me there? That the major de­
mand is a social and economic one?” 
Professor Carey won’t say it’s 
the major demand. “ I think there 
is a demand for this, but if it’s 
accepted, or these criteria are ac­
cepted, then it tends to make people 
less responsible as far as their family 
planning techniques are concerned.” 
The professor pulls awkwardly, 
the Doc shoves . . . he agrees that 
such family planning is enormously 
important, that men of good will 
such as himself will strive for better 
family planning. “But we have an 
immediate situation where a large 
number of terminations are being 
carried out in Australia, illegally!”
W hen Paul Hasluck, who Was to become Aus­tralia’s Governor-General descended from the industry of jour­
nalism to the craft of politics, he 
was noted for the superb disdain he 
reserved for his former workmates. 
Hanford in the corridors of 2GB 
samples Sir Paul’s delight.
“I’m Harry Rosenthal, Telegraph,” 
announces the little red-haired man 
in the black raincoat and black gloves. 
“Are you with Dr Wainer?”
“I’m afraid I can’t comment at 
this time. You’ll have to speak to the 
doctor for comment.”
“When will the doctor be avail­
able?”
“I do not know.”
“Well, what will his moveménts 
be after the program’s finished?” 
“I certainly wouldn’t be in a posit­
ion to divulge that, even if I knew.”
A re you justified in using this term ‘illegal’?” de­mands Professor Carey. “Yes, I think so,” replies Dr 
Wainer. “Your criteria is the mental 
and physical health of the woman 
being threatened.”
“No,” says the professor. He in­
dulges in tripartition, a mental habit 
of gynaecologists. “Let’s differen­
tiate between what is illegal or what 
is unlawful and what is unethical. 
It might be fair' to say that these 
are being terminated unethically but
can you establish, or can you jus­
tify saying they are being done un­
lawfully or illegally?”
“The bulk of them are being 
done for purely social reasons.”
“Yes, but I mean have you es­
tablished that this is unlaw f . .” 
the Doc tops the professor — “The 
only assumption that we have had 
until very recently surely was the 
Boume Case, surely, professor. Where 
the judge laid down quite clearly 
that where the mental or physical 
health of the woman was gravely 
threatened it was justified to ter­
minate.”
T he photographers attempt the studio door. Hanford asks them to take pictures through the window of the panel 
operator’s booth, because he knows 
the panel operator and the station 
staff will be obstructive. The photo­
grapher complains about the double 
glass and the flash and the press of 
deadline. Hanford says it is forbidden 
for people to be within the first 
door to the studio. The photographer 
sulks away.
Hanford feels a curious sensation. 
On top of his nerves is the bubbling 
excitement of a prank, a scene. The 
photographers are surreptitiously 
taking pictures of him. A TV crew is 
setting up. Other reporters are in­
terviewing the reporter who inter­
viewed him. If this many people 
are taking the scene this seriously 
his instincts scream fraud.
Two big men come running up 
the stairs to the studio door, peep 
at the ON AIR sign, round to a 
wall of glass, look in to see old Bert 
tongue-pummeling the professor. The 
two big men are both mopping their 
foreheads with handkerchiefs, an old 
fashioned gesture of anxiety though 
they are both sweating from running. 
They are not reporters. They are some 
sort of heavies. He walks over to the 
PR girl who is crumbing a gaggle 
of reporters, and takes her to the side 
while the others watch.
“Uh, just a second. I’ll ask one 
of the reporters.” She confers, 
and returns nodding. “One of them 
is the police public relations officer, 
for sure.” Harry Rosenthal slides 
across to the two heavies.
“Thank you /’
P rofessor Carey has no doubt that the Bourne case is accepted ‘‘both legally and 
ethically.”
Dr Wainer clobbers him. The 
majority of terminations in both 
Victoria and New South Wales do 
not fall within those categories. He 
is the expert; only he has the in­
formation. “I don’t think our pos­
itions as doctors put us in a privil- 
edged position to decide whether any 
man or woman should have a child.
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To me this is a woman’s decision, 
and we are acting the part of dema­
gogues when we say Woman you 
hade sinned; go and have your child 
and come back and we will fit you 
with a contraceptive device!”
The professor counters from off 
balance: “Well now! Would you there­
fore . . . say when a woman has 
bornn a child it is the woman’s pre­
rogative to say ‘either I’m going to 
let this child live, or I’m going 
to kill it’?”
m
■ ■ ■ ■ e l lo ,  I’m Bruce Hanford.”
“Uh, I’m Sgt. Bill Tyrell,” says 
the middle-aged man with Air Force 
Assoc, wings in his lapel and a 
porcelain smile. “And this is In­
spector Christie.” Inspector Christie 
is a big bald man with freckles on 
his pate and a worried look on his 
puffy face. “Uh, what can we do 
for you?”
“Well, I’m with the doctor, and 
I thought you looked like police.”
Sgt. Tyrell laughs appreciatively. 
“Yes, the Chief Commissioner sent 
us to meet the doctor. Actually, 
we’ve been waiting at the airport 
for some time.”
“I see.”
“I thought I knew Mascot pretty 
well,” says the Inspector, in a 
friendly fashion.
“Tell me — just for, ha ha, pro­
fessional reasons — how did you get 
in?”
Hanford says to the Sergeant re­
gretfully, “ I am sorry I am not at 
liberty to say at this time.”
“I see,” says Sgt. Tyrell, with a 
serious face. Then smiling again, 
“Bankstown?”
“I cannot say at this time. Excuse 
me, I’ll let the doctor know you are 
here.”
Y ou’re discussing the differ­ence between a potential human being and an actual, human being. To talk about that 
half-inch foetus, and a full-born 
child! To me, it’s just absurd.”
“But this is . . .  ”
Doc Wainer not letting the pro­
fessor out of the ropes. “What do you 
think of Lippe’s Loops, professor?” 
“Well, I don’t believe in them 
ethically . .
“What do you think, doctor?” 
“Well, I think they really tend 
to interfere with implantation and 
therefore I think they’re contra- 
indicated. I think . . .”
“But they’re widely used through­
out this country, as well as aGráfen- 
berg Ring, aren’t they?”
“But I’m trying to encourage doc­
tors to give Up using them, h'a ha,” 
says the professor, showing his sense 
of humor but to no advantage.
“The fact remains that they áre 
widely used and that they are, in
fact, an abortifacient of a fertilized 
ovum”
“Yes,” the professor says.
“And I contend that in the first 
ten weeks the use of a Lippe’s Loop 
and termination is just a question of 
degree.”
“I quite agree with you,” agrees 
the professor. “And this is why I 
think Lippe’s Loops are contra­
indicated.”
The Reverend intercedes to bene­
fit both the professor and a sponsor. 
Whitton shows the Doc the note. 
Hanford has written in block letters.
AN EMISSARY FROM 
ALLAN AWAITS US
“Good,” says the Doc.
“I’ll try to get us an office to 
use after the program,” Hanford 
suggests.
“Do you need somewhere to go 
after the program?” the vicar asks. 
“Look, come on down to my office 
afterwards. We’ll have a drink.”
> “Righto,” says Wainer.
“ I’ll check it out,” Hanford vol­
unteers, and goes back outside.
M obin? the PR girl gets on the telephone. Then she shows him Rev. Bush’s office on 
the floor below. On the stairways, 
she asks him: “Are you Common­
wealth Police?”
“Oh no,” Hanford replies, feeling 
suddenly faint.
“Oh,” says the girl, “you’re . . . 
a body guard.”
“Well, uh, it’s a little difficult to 
define the hat I’m wearing today.” 
“I see,” she says knowingly. 
“Sergeant Tyrell, Inspector 
Christie, if you will come with me, 
I’ll show you Reverend Bush’s 
office. The doctor will meet you 
down there after he gets off the 
air,” says Hanford. He installs them 
downstairs. “I’ll go lip to show him 
the way.” Halfway down the hall 
he giggles. j
T he program is extended ten minutes past the two o’clock news.“As doctors, we may imagine we 
may imagine^ we know what the 
legal position is,” Wainer comments, 
“but we may be assailed by over- 
zealous policemen at any time.”
“Yes, but,” the professor agrees, 
“but if you take in practice . . . the 
way in which the present legislation 
is implemented as such, that there’s 
never been a case here in New South 
Wales where a doctor has been char­
ged and convicted when he has done 
it in good faith.”
“Might I point out also sir, that 
I spoke to a woman last week who 
attended one of your specialists here 
in Sydney. She was seen at twenty to 
nine and left at ten past nine, and 
eight other women left with her! 
And these are the abuses and evils 
to which our present legislation 
leads!”
“Yes, but. It’s not the present 
legislation. It’s . . . perhaps the way 
in which it is implemented. And I 
think . . . it’s not really the legal 
position you’re attacking — it’s the 
ethical position you’re attacking. Be­
cause from a legal point of view the 
field is pretty wide open. But most 
doctors not only want to be on the 
right side of the law, they also want 
to do the thing ethically . . .”
With infinite weariness Wainer 
drowns the professor: “No, Sir. Look, 
I’ve taken much advice,” and he sighs, 
“from barristers and solicitors and 
sought legal counsel on this, and the 
law is very rigid where the physical 
and mental health of the woman is 
threatened. And ninety-five per cent 
of the women don’t come into this 
category.”
The Reverend Bush slides into 
the discussion. He’s worried about 
women being made into total wrecks, 
you know?
Professor Carey tries to make the 
point. “The point is that our present 
legal position in New South Wales 
is that what is unlawful or what is 
lawful is undefined. Nobody has 
said specifically what is lawful and 
what is unlawful . . .”
Whitton, sitting in the studio with 
his tape recorder rolling, feels like 
rising to a point of order. Is the 
professor in the bag? In ambiguity 
there is power, in this case power 
for the police to levy a sub rosa tax!
B ush’s office is enclosed in frosted glass. Near the door stand Bush, Tyrell, and Hanford. Christie sits in a chair, in 
front of Reverend Bush’s desk, and 
behind it sits Doc Wainer. To the 
left of Wainer, leaning on a small 
table, is Whitton, who switches on 
his tape recorder.
“ I don’t have much to divulge 
at this point in time,” says the 
Doc.
“Well, ah, uh, Mr Allan would 
like to see you,” replies Christie’s 
i strangled voice.
j “I’m not going to police head- 
! quarters. I’m happy to talk to you 
here. Then I’m leaving here and going 
straight back home.”
| “You’re anxious to get back?” 
“My word.”
Words fail Christie. After emitting 
some vowel sound, he says “ . . . the 
| Commissioner sent a car out to the 
| airport for you.”
The doctor says he has good reason 
for evasiveness. Sgt. Tyrell kindly 
offers protection. The doctor laughs. 
He tells Tyrell that he already has 
protection. “Let’s talk turkey,” he 
suggests. He has had menaces uttered 
against him. These menaces may be 
crank’s work; they may be more 
serious. He is prepared to say now 
what he has to say, and if actions 
follow which demonstrate good 
faith, he will help the New South
'You could write Kafka'
Doc Wainer tells the CIB chief, 
a man close to suicide
Flying doctor lands on cops
Wales Police further. “I’m not para­
noic . . . I’ll just play it cautiously. 
Reasonable?”
“Yes,” says Christie. “But when 
are you prepared to meet the Com­
missioner — other than at police 
headquarters?”
“I’m not dictating terms to such 
a high dignitary as the Chief Com­
missioner,” Wainer replies.
The door opens. Hanford pre­
pared to jam it shut. It is a sec­
retary with a tray, bearing nips of 
scotch and splits of soda. The cops 
decline drinks. “More for us,” the 
bearded one mutters.
“I mean,” insinuates the doctor, 
in his tired offhand slur, “what is 
there that I could possibly tell the 
New South Wales police about abor­
tion?”
Insp. Christie ventures: “Well, ur, 
uh, mostly the Commissioner is dis­
turbed about statements pr uh you 
made about uh persons doing abor­
tions in Sydney.”
“And you don’t believe they are?” 
Wainer mildly inquires.
The Inspector pauses, then agrees. 
Yes, but.
Dr Wainer continues. He has a 
patient who was one of nine pat­
ients a Sydney abortionist aborted, 
in the span of half an hour, the 
previous week. He can give her name. 
He can name a doctor who came from 
Sydney to Melbourne to drum; up 
custom, and who told Melbourne doc­
tors that a yacht was used to dump 
dead ‘uns.
Whitton is afflicted with a Sudden 
pang; Wainer is wading into the in­
spector, who may not be aware his 
responses are being recorded. He 
walks over to the desk and places 
the recorder and microphone under 
the inspector’s snout.
T he doctor graciously ac­cepts a scotch and adds that he has the name of an aborted woman, her aborter, and the 
doctor who referred her. He retells 
the conversation he had over the 
telephone the previous week with the 
abortionist’s receptionist, who assured 
him his Active girl friend’s problem 
could be solved for $300. “ But,” 
qualifies the doctor, “I am sure I 
don’t know anything the police don’t 
know.”
Insp. Christie stares at the tape 
recorder as though it were a snake. 
Seven seconds of silence hang in the 
room. That’s it, baby. Don’t ack­
nowledge receipt.
The hearty vicar relieves the em­
barrassing lull by passing two notes 
to the doctor. He explains that they 
are from women who have rung after 
the program, women who have known 
him. One claims the doctor delivered 
her child in New Guinea. The doctor 
says curtly that he will call them 
STD from Melbourne. There is an­
other long silence. Then Sgt. Tyrell 
has an idea — with this new direct 
dialling, how could the doctor be 
sure he received calls from Sydney? 
Dr Wainer brushes off the question. 
“ I came very cautiously. And so? 
Oh, boy, that’s the nicest whisky I’ve 
ever tasted in my life.”
Sgt. Tyrell reaches past Insp. Chris­
tie for the telephone.
Hanford laughs. He realizes it is too 
loud, linrestrained. Will he become 
garrulous, aggressive? He has bolted 
his Scotch, it has permeated in­
stantly through his empty stomach, 
mixed with adrenal secretion, the 
fatigue and unaccustomed nicotine 
from the cigarette he has bummed 
from Tyrell. He notices the whisky 
has hit Bert, too. The doctor’s head 
lowers and moves side to side, like 
a bull which has taken the pic, his 
mind rolls on, half-audible: “This 
was not a role I looked for, it was 
thrust upon me, it growed like top- 
sy . . .” he raps about the Royal 
Commission which he feels is im­
minent. ^
Reverend Bush tells a story about 
the Sydney abortionist in the T&G 
Building who kicks back $20 to his 
patient’s family doctors — even when 
they haven’t referred the patient. 
“Payola,” Bert says.
“Ties the local bloke in,” says 
the Reverend.
“Is the boss in?” the Sergeant 
asks the phone.
“There must always be an ele­
ment of corruption,” the doctor mut­
ters. “Police aren’t paid enough.” 
Tyrell, holding the phone, com­
ments, “you’ve got to in several 
thousand men. You must.”
“No different to any other or­
ganization,” apologizes Christie.
Norm hasn’t finished dining. 
Tyrell arranges for him to ring 2GB 
when he gets back.
D r Wainer asks for more liquor and turns the conversation to three men he heard were
shot last week in King’s Cross. Sgt. 
Tyrell protests, “ . . .  they’re the 
boys among the boys. We don’t 
mind them being shot because if one 
kills one and he gets killed that’s 
two out of the way.”
Hanford laughs again: “An" inter­
necine matter.”
The doctor puts it to Inspector 
Christie that some people in Sydney 
would find it financially advantageous 
for him to stop talking. Christie 
admits the possibility. Wainer ad­
dresses the room. “I felt several 
things when I flew into Sydney today. 
First of all, ridiculous. Ridiculous to 
be afraid. You know, I was afraid.”
“Well, so far as coming down to p o | 
lice headquarters, there’s nothing so 
far, as, uh, the police concerned 
about . . .” and Christie’s voice 
trails off.
“No,” says the doctor. “But how 
do you know there’s not a little man 
on the roof?”
Tyrell tells him, “You can thank 
the good Lord these things don’t 
happen in Sydney.”
“Don’t they?”
“No.”
A wrangle ensues over whether 
the cop shop or the radio station is 
more dangerous. Reverend Bush 
makes a crack to the girl with the 
booze about giving it to the man who 
is . dying. Dr Wainer suggests the 
dying man is a policeman, and the 
booze belongs to him, the living.
A telephone call from Commission­
er Allan comes through.
C5Z ^ ^ ^ ta n d  to attention,” suggests 
I f c iF th e  Reverend.
Inspector Christie tells his boss 
that Dr Wainer won’t come up to 
headquarters. “He wishes to minimize 
the risk of any injury which might 
be sustained to him . . . er, well, 
he’s frightened for his life . . .”  
liCautious is a better word, In­
spector,” the doctor interjects.
Christie gives Wainer the telephone. 
The doctor grins into the mouthpiece* 
a grin which shows no teeth. ‘tMr, 
Allan.”
Pause.
“Hullo, sir, how are . . . Ah, 
very tired sir ". ./ . by chartered 
plane . . . ” His telephone voice is 
remarkable how. Not precisely in­
solent, but a clear assertive drawl 
totally void of deference. “ . . . well, 
yesterday a number of my friends 
were phoned and informed that if I 
came my life would be in jeopardy.
“And I received a phone call at 
four o’clock and five o’clock to this 
effect. I mean this is a probability. 
But I’m a very cautious man. And 
consequently I decided to come into 
Sydney and out of Sydney. That’s 
all . . .  I prefer not to come to — 
I have someone who, I’ll be very 
honest, is in the abortionist world 
in Melbourne who has had infor­
mation from Sydney that under NO 
circumstances should I go to police 
headquarters. Because that’s where 
people are expecting me . . . ”
Wainer’s voice takes on a brusque 
note: “It may well be rubbish, sir, 
but it doesn’t alter the fact . . .  Well, 
I’m here, sir, I’m at 2GB . . . Oh, 
most certainly . . .  Yes . . .”
Reverend Bush has a hearty word 
with ‘Norm’, and it is arranged that 
a Superintendent will come to see 
the doctor.
There is some banter with the 
police about a retired New South 
Wales policeman who was a .famous 
killer of speeding drivers and other 
criminals, about his present means 
of support. Tyrell and Christie laugh 
as the doctor scores off them. Then 
Wainer and Whitton go back up to 
the third floor to hold a brief press 
conference. The flash bulbs pop, 
the TV crew thump up with their 
incandescent eye. Bert plays it a little 
off hand too, plugging Melbourne 
Truth.
The interviewer says, “Getting 
back to New, South Wales, doctor, 
what information are you prepared 
to give to the police?”
“Very limited. Because I can’t 
see the point of spending a lot of 
time telling the police what they 
should know anyway . . . ”
The interviewer puts: “How about 
this allegation, doctor, that bodies of 
young girls have been dumped from 
yachts?”
“That’s sensationalism,” says 
Bert, disgusted. “And I don’t deal 
in sensationalism. I’m sorry.”
Then Bert and flankers retire 
down the stairs. They stand around 
in Bush’s office with the Inspector 
and the Sergeant, having a matey 
chat. Tyrell worms out the type of 
aircraft that was chartered, from 
Whitton. Clever bit of detection. The 
chat turns to aircraft, Tyrell and 
Bush holding the cards. It develops 
that Bush flew a Spitfire during 
The War. This is the first thing
about the Reverend which Hanford 
finds offensive; it is the first thing 
about the Reverend which impresses 
Whitton.
T  he doctor suggests he’ll be happy to fly home with a bottle of whiskey. The Reverend suggests three bottles and 
three teats. Somehow this leads to a 
discussion of Hanford’s prostate 
trouble and also his haemorrhoids. 
The girl is sent to fetch pies. The 
discourse is drifting about this lushy 
nadir when the heavies arrive.
Reverend Bush suggests the party 
migrate to the board room.
The three detectives are intro­
duced to Dr Wainer along the corridor.
The head of the deputation is 
Detective Superintendent Donald 
Fergusson, formerly a Homicide 
Squad poisons expert, now acting 
chief of the New South Wales C.I.B. 
The State’s No.5 cop is a tall, silver 
haired, elegant man 57 years of age, 
with a photographic memory. His 
eyes are nearly Oriental, set jn a 
tanned, smooth ageless face. With 
him are Morey and Rogerson. Morey 
is a bull-built middle-aged man with 
fine, thoughtful features and blond 
hairs in his eyebrows. Rogerson is 
younger, resembling the youthful Sir 
Donald Bradman. Along the corridor 
the atmosphere becomes less hearty. 
Even chill. Fergusson is emitting bad 
vibrations. He insists silently that 
they go into the boardroom first.
The band’s playing Control Game, 
fortissimo, full pedal, all stops out. 
Whitton, Wainer and Hanford take 
the near side of the long table. 
The detectives file around in order 
of rank. Fergusson faces Whitton. 
Wainer faces Morey. Hanford faces 
Rogerson, thinks: Cops on offence 
deep in their own territory, first 
down and ten to go, come out in 
unbalanced right formation. The 
touring side which has scored and 
converted against a second-string 
defence, works to force a fumble.
w w w iihe  pies!” cries the 
Doc as a woman in a red 
dress comes into the board
room.
“The pies have arrived,” exclaims 
Whitton. “Jolly good.”
The police cough.
“Who ordered these?” the woman 
asks.
“Me,” Hanford tells her. She gives 
change.
“Look,” Fergusson commands. 
“Excuse me, doctor.” His voice is 
thin, low, charged as copper foil. 
“May I just inquire who these two 
gentlemen are? I came here to inter­
view you. ”
Dr Wainer replies in the same 
loud drawl he used on Allan: “They 
are friends and associates of mine.” 
Fergusson stares at him and waits. 
After a while, when the doctor has 
a pie in hand, he continues. “Ah 
. . .  it balances things, doesn’t it?” 
“I beg your pardon?”
“It balances things,” the Doc says 
louder, more wearied. After long 
hours of ludicrous fear, many miles, 
the flatulent talk in the Reverend’s 
office and three stiff Scotch whiskys 
he has no change to pay out on 
subtle menace.
“Well, I don’t know who they are, 
actually. And I don’t propose to dis­
cuss . . . in the presence of some of 
these gentlemen.”
“Ah.”
“I mean, I don’t even know who 
they are.”
“Ah. Well allow me to introduce 
Mr Whitton.”
“Mr ?” The Superintendent pro­
duces a pad.
“Whitton.”
“And what are you Mr Whitton?” 
“I am a reporter at Melbourne 
Truth.”
“Well, I don’t intend to . • .” 
starts the Superintendent.
The Doc tops himr “Mr Hanford.” 
“And you are?” demands Fer­
gusson.
Hanford has been asking himself 
this question for years, and is unable 
to give a serious answer. For the cop, 
he’s probably defined by those libels 
the American Dept, of Justice has 
had filed in the Special Branches of 
several Australian states. A draft- 
dodger. Won’t kill anything he doesn’t 
intend to eat. All right: he gives him­
self 2-S status in the Minds of Mel­
bourne Free University of Cannibal 
Kids: “ I’m a student!”
“I see,” says the Superintendent. 
“I don’t  propose to interview you 
. . .  in the presence of a reporter, 
doctor.” i
“Well, I don’t think it is uh, very 
wise . . . uh, you aren’t to interview 
me on your own. True?”
“I didn’t say that we’d interview 
you alone, but I don’t propose to 
interview you in the presence o f . . . ”
Fergusson gets back in: “You see, 
I’m going to ask you some questions 
doctor. Ahh—and you’ve undertaken 
to give me names . . . to give 
the Commissioner names . . . to 
nominate people, and, um, I . . .  I 
don’t propose to ask you them . . .  
and, uh, I don’t propose to mend, 
mention names to you . . . that I 
would ordinarily, that I would men­
tion. Now I mean, I think that this, 
uh interview is . . .”
“Superintendent,” says the doc­
tor seating himself.
Fergusson stands over them, wait­
ing for the doctor to continue. He 
is standing over three men who are 
sipping tea, passing sauce, gwawfing 
meat pies. The doctor does not con­
tinue. “Uhm huh I’ll just if you don’t 
mind write down these gentlemen’s 
names, so that I don’t have them 
wrong. You are Mr?” ;
“Evan Whitton. E-V-A-N W-H-I- 
double-T-O-N.”
“And you are from?”
“Melbourne Truth. ”•
Rogerson, the youngest detective, 
quickly interjects: "Because this tape 
recorder is operating now?”
“Indeed,” Whitton assures him. 
“And, uh,” notes the Superinten­
dent, “you have a tape.”
“Yes ”
“You’ll pardon us if we . . .” 
Dr Wainer waves a pie at the cop.
“Certainly, you go right ahead, 
certainly, I don’t want to hold you 
up.”
Hanford immediately volunteers 
his name and its spelling, and bites 
the comer off a pie.
“And you are a student?” 
“Ah, yes I’m associated with a re­
search fellow.” How disingenuous! 
In the Fitzroy Resident’s Association. 
“I’m also a writer.” he adds in a 
prissy voice. A long haired poofdah 
who “writes for a numbuh of jooor- 
nals and papers.”
The Superintendent directs his at­
tention to the man from Truth. “And 
do you propose to publish what you 
are taking on this . .  tape, at this 
moment?”
“Anything,” Whitton assures him 
gently, “that’s not defamatory, in­
spector.”
“I see,” returns the faint voice., 
“Superintendent,” prompts Dr 
Wainer.
W hitton almost rises: “ I most profoundly beg your pardon.”
The superintendent replies, “ I 
don’t take exception to this. I don’t 
wear my rank on my sleeve, and I 
don’t expect you to recognizeS . . 
what I am.”
Dr Wainer finishes chewing, swal­
lows, and states, “Superintendent, I 
have nothing to say to you that I 
cannot say in the presence of these 
good gentlemen who have been 
friends — staunch friends — to me. 
Ah . . . the odds would be somewhat 
on your side if I . . . ”
The Superintendent jumps in as 
the doctor searches for a just word. 
“Are you afraid, doctor, that I will 
take some unfair advantage of you 
or that I’ll attribute some statement 
to you that you don’t actually make?” 
Dr Wainer chews a mouthful of 
pie carefully, swallows it, and replies; 
“Pardon my munching.”
“Sure, you go . . . ”
“My attitude to life is caution. 
That is all. I’m not afraid of any­
thing, Superintendent, otherwise I 
wouldn’t be in Sydney.”
“Oh I’m not suggesting you are 
afraid of anything, doctor. Nor am 
I sug . . |  nor am I doing anything 
to make, uh trying to do anything 
that will make you afraid. But I do 
not prepare, propose to discuss a 
possible criminal charge, a possible 
criminal matter, which has . . . or 
may be committed in New South 
Wales, in the presence o f . . . ”
“These gentlemen,” Dr Wainer 
begins.
“ . . . a newspaper reporter,” the 
Superintendent continues.
“ . . .  are already in possession of 
the facts,” Dr Wainer finishes.
“ . i . a newspaper reporter or a 
writer,” the superintendent con­
cludes.
“These gentlemen are already in 
possession of the facts, which I was 
prepared to give to you,” the doctor 
repeats.
“I see.”
“Now there is nothing I could 
say to you they do not already know. 
In the course of this almost ended 
campaign now, as far as I’m con­
cerned, the Fourth Estate has been 
most helpful to me.”
“The who?” inquires the Super­
intendent.
“The Fourth Estate.” The doctor 
smacks his lips. “The press. They
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have been most helpful to me, and 
they have been in possession of the 
facts for many months which they 
have not published. Now I came here
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“Are these facts in relation to 
matters in New South Wales? You 
see, my interest, at this stage, is 
only concerning New South Wales.” 
“I’m very well aware' of that, 
superintendent,” slurs the doctor. 
“Again I apologize for our rather 
exhausted, and hungry attitude . . .” 
“There’s no need to apologize, 
doctor, I fully appreciate this, and I 
don’t take any exception to it. Please 
don’t apologize. It’s not necessary.” 
The doctor swallows, gazes upon 
Fergusson. “ I’m not asking you to 
discuss. I’m prepared to give you 
facts. Not to discuss.”
“I’m sure that the facts that you 
have in mind, if I can, uh, just try 
and anticipate something, will cer­
tainly need some questions from me. 
And I propose to ask you some ques­
tions, because it would appear -  
if the statements that are attributed 
to you in the newspapers are correct 
— then you are in possession of 
information that are being committed 
to an ah uh to an amazing extent in 
New South Wales.”
“Is abortion a crime, Superinten­
dent?”
“Yes. Uh, illegal abortion is, yes.” 
“Superintendent, last week I rang 
. . . a known abortionist. Got on 
to his receptionist.”
“A known abortionist,” repeats 
the Superintendent, incredulously. 
“In Sydney.”
“Yes?”
“ . . . stated I had a problem with 
my girl friend who was eight weeks 
over her period, and I wanted her 
pregnancy terminated. Without any 
‘who referred you?’ . . .  I was told 
the problem could be solved easily 
and I’d worry no further, if I sent 
my girl friend along with $300 the 
following morning.”
“I see,” interjects the Superin­
tendent. “Well, now, look — would 
you excuse me for one moment, 
because seeing that this is going on 
to tape, I think that I should be 
on equal footing. You know?”
“Yes sir,” says the doctor.
“You think this is fair enough?” 
“Yep.” /■
S uperintendent Fergusson leaves thri room, quickly. Hanford coughs. After fif-r teen seconds, Whitton asks the det­
ectives who remain, “would either of 
you gentlemen like a glass of beer.” 
“No,” replies Morey.
“ . . .  or some refreshment. I have 
the entire disposal. . . ”
“No. We had a very pleasant 
lunch.”
Brightly Hanford informs them: 
“This is our breakfast!”
“Go right ahead,” says Morey. 
Whitton makes the cops re-intro­
duce themselves, and says, “I am 
delighted to meet you.”
Wainer tells them that one talking 
to three would be psychologically 
unbalancing, and he prefers to be in 
the company of loyal friends, even 
though he has a high regard for 
policemen. It’s hard to draw Morey 
and Rogerson into conversation. Dr 
Wainer tells them they’re not paid 
, enough, that’s the big problem with 
cops.
After some thought, Morey re­
plies: “ Some people would agree, 
and some people would disagree, with 
that statement.”
Wainer fulsomely praises the po­
lice, that body of men to which we 
all turn in times of trouble. There 
is another long pause.
Morey replies considerately: “I 
think that most people these days, 
no matter what occupation they fol­
low, there seems to be . . .  the major 
outcry, lately, they’re inadequately 
paid for the services they db, whether 
they’re in the police, or the railways,
or the school teachers__”
Hanford sees this as a sentiment 
worth study. “What other satisfac­
tions Would you derive from your 
line of work besides money?”
“There are dedicated people,” 
says the detective. “There are dedic­
ated school teachers whether they’re 
poorly paid. I presume there are 
dedicated newspaper reporters and 
dedicated writers. You find it in 
all fields, you know.”
Wainer can think of no employ­
ment where a man is so poorly 
paid yet subject to so many temp­
tations. One cannot require dedication 
from a man. “Being ex-Regular Army, 
I feel strongly about the police force.” 
“What Army were you in, doc­
tor,” the detective wants to know.
Wainer explains he has served 
with two armies. He was a private 
third class in the British Army, and 
a Colonel in the Australian Army. 
But, he has done research into police
If Your Conscience 
is Clear, You've Got 
Nothing to Fear
techniques, and he never likes to 
face three policemen on his own.
“What’s funny, doctor?” demands 
Morey.
“Life is amusing. Damn. I’m sure 
there’s nothing I could, tell you 
gentlemen about Sydney. You know, 
this is where it sort of becomes 
absurd. Because if I, a general prac­
titioner in St. Kilda, can tell a Sydney 
CIB officer about who are and who 
are not abortionists in Sydney then 
there’s either something very perspic­
acious about me, or something very 
defective about you gentlemen in the 
CIB. And judging from what I’ve seen 
of them there’s nothing defective 
about you gentlemen.” *
M orey tells the doctor to wait until the superinten­dent comes back. And, 
after an absence of ten minutes, 
the superintendent re-enters the 
board room. As if on cue. Hanford 
gives him a fanfare by blowing his 
nose. Fergusson begins speaking as 
soon as he places a Hie on the table. 
His speech is rapid and precise and 
louder than before; he is following a 
considered line. “Doctor, I under­
stand that you rang the Commissioner 
of Police this morning or spoke to 
him on the phone.”
“No I didn’t.”
“Did you have any conversation 
with the Commissioner of Police 
today?”
“No.”
“Did you have some conversation 
with him recently . . .”
The doctor tops the superinten­
dent: “He rang me.”
The superintendent is determined 
to lead: “The question was did you 
have any conversation with him re­
cently by telephone in which you 
arranged to interview him in his 
office or at the police station?” 
“No, I said I’d see him when I 
was in Sydney.”
“You said that you’d see him in 
Sydney,” repeats Fergusson. There 
is some construction he is working 
for, and he pauses to consider his 
gain.
“I’d be happy to see him in Syd­
ney,” says the doctor, magnanimous. 
“But not at his office?” 
“No, I’m not happy to go to his 
office.”
Fergusson chortles — it’s a little 
forced, but probably genuine. If 
there’s one thing a policeman knows 
is true, it’s that you can’t get what 
you want all the time. “I’m not 
asking you if you’re happy. I’m 
asking you whether you said that 
you would see him.”
“No. I said that I would contact 
him when I arrived in Sydney.”
“I see. And you haven’t spoken 
to him today.”
“No.”
Fergusson seems happy to pass 
on to something else. “Did you tell 
anybody . . . that you had been 
advised by somebody in Melbourne 
not to interview the Commissioner 
in his office or in police headquarters, 
or words to this effect — that that 
would be the last thing that you 
shoulddo?”
”No,” says Wainer. “That is . . . 
twisting the context . .  .it would be a 
bad place for me to gp, not because 
of the people who were there, but 
because of the surrounds . . .  it would 
be a set-up situation for me.”
“Will you tell me what the sur­
rounds are that you’re referring to?” 
“Never been there.”
“Well, then, you wouldn’t know 
what the surrounds are . . .” g 
“No, but this advice came to me 
. . .  on such a level that I could 
not afford to ignore it.”
“Would you tell me who gave 
you this advice?”
“No,” says Wainer, his voice smil­
ing, “I wouldn’t do that, superin­
tendent.”
“So we can’t expect you to tell 
us everything that you know?” 
Shrive me father! Wainer fondles 
that for a moment and throws it 
away: “I wouldn’t be proposing to 
do that, superintendent.”
Fergusson repeats this won ad­
mission, then turns to a file of cut­
tings and asks if the doctor is aware 
of certain quotes in Sydney papers 
sourced to him.
“No, I don’t read newspapers 
much.”
“You don’t read them, so you 
wouldn’t be able to tell us whether 
you’re accurately reported, or other­
wise.”
“No, I would not.”
“I see,” says the superintendent. 
“And could you give us, any, give me 
. . .  a direct answer as to why you 
refuse now to go to police head­
quarters to interview the commission­
er?”
The doctor replies with his stand­
ard chat on the calls, the rooftops.
“Well, then, you would not feel 
secure at police headquarters, in the
commissioner’s office . . .”
“Ah, I’d feel, secure in there,” 
interjects Wainer. “But it’s the going 
in and getting out. Furthermore, I 
have a charter flight — as you are no 
doubt aware . . . ”
“No, I don’t.”
v “ . waiting to take me back.” 
“And what time does that leave?” 
The doctor replies softly. “As 
soon as possible. I have certain in­
formation I can divulge to you. About 
abortions in Sydney.”
“Doctor,” the superintendent 
quickly replies, “do you have any 
specific evidence upon which we 
could act?”
“Yes.”
T he late Detective Super­intendent Donald Fergus­son, former Chief of the NSW CIB, here begins a long rave 
about abortions, legal, illegal, and 
interceding shades. You gentle reader 
are spared this because the cassette 
in Whitton’s Toshiba runs out of 
tape, and Whitton does not notice. 
The interview goes on for five or 
ten more minutes. We summarzie its 
course.
Fergusson continues to work hard 
for debating points which might, set 
in predictable contexts, show Wainer 
to be in bad faith. The conversation 
becomes circular and rhetorical and 
redundant. The doctor suggests that 
the police already know what he 
knows, and he must prod them to 
act.
The superintendent suggests that 
a lack of trust in the police is the 
symptom of a bad conscience, and 
intimates that he has discovered that 
Mr Hanford has a bad conscience 
whilst he was out of the room. By 
this time Whitton and Hanford would 
be happy if the game shifted onto a 
different field and Wainer sim ply 
told the cops what he had to say, 
even if it meant them going outside 
with Rogerson and Morey, but 
neither feels it his place to commit 
the doctor to a course of action. 
And the superintendent will not hear 
the information, whatever the al­
leged information is, in front of re­
porters. In short, the proverbial puce 
impasse.
Dr Wainer says: “This is straight 
out of Kafka.”
The superintendent says he can 
not comment on that because he has 
not read Kafka. This strikes the scribes 
as a damaging admission, but Wainer 
assures the cop: “You have no need 
to read Kafka. You could write 
Kafka.”
Kafka once wrote that writing is 
a form of prayer.
Superintendent Fergusson asks for 
a copy of the Tape. Whitton is pre­
pared to give it to him, but. gets a 
sign from the doctor, who seems to 
think the tape is a hole card. Whit­
ton tells the cop he will consider the 
request — when he gets back to 
Melbourne.
The superintendent leads his 
team from the field, his charming 
aspects forever concealed from the
intruders from Melbourne, and theirs 
from him. Hanford is dispatched to 
drag red herrings by having the 
tapes dubbed. He fails to get them 
dubbed (technical difficulties) but 
gives an executive a superfluous cas? 
sette to mail to Truth just to com­
plicate things.
A  reporter and photographer from the Sydney Morning Herald enter the board room. Wainer commands Whitton: 
“ You do some talking.” Whitton 
informs SMH that superintendent 
Fergusson has refused to receive Dr 
Wainer’s information in front of wit­
nesses. The reporter scribbles busily, 
elicits Whitton’s name, occupation, 
and newspaper, and requests a copy 
of the tape recording.
“Hell,” says Whitton, “leave some­
thing for me.”
The three intruders stand tempting 
lightning on the path outside 2GB. 
It’s rushtime, and no cabs come up 
Phillip Street. Hanford runs wildly 
gaga in and out of traffic and finally 
two blocks away nails an unengaged 
RSL taxi. With an Oriental driver! 
“So you are the ones all the fuss 
was about,” the driver says as Wainer 
and Whitton jam in the front with 
him.
On the way to the aerodrome 
they acquire two half bottles of 
Smirnoff Vodka and some five 
ounce glasses. At flight facilities, 
the driver delivers himself of an 
inscrutable epithet: “Superintendent 
Fergusson — he is no fool!”
Whitton says, “you’re not wrong 
mate.”
The bearded one utters an ob­
scenity.
O ut on the tarmac, Urm and, Wally have Tango Golf Quebec’s rubber bands 
tightened tautly and off they go, 
the three in the back tippling.
There’s a short debate about the 
risk seen from ass end. Whitton is 
inclined to believe Wainer could have 
gone up by commercial jet. Hanford 
points o u t ' that his options would 
have been reduced if the cops had 
pinched him at the terminal. Wainer 
says, “we’ll never know, will we?” 
There is some desultory talk about 
forming a new political party. Wainer 
talks of getting all the new Australian 
issues, civil liberties, abortion law 
reform and woman’s rights, pollution, 
all that stuff, and campaigning against 
the Bolte Government in Victoria. 
Hanford thinks it would be a good 
idea, talks about the need for an 
anti-bullshit party.
The doctor tipples, yawns, leans 
back, flakes out.
A reporter must at times feel 
down. He’s obligated to too many 
people. He’s obligated to the suckers 
who buy the paper, to the share 
holders and management, to the 
paper herself, and to . . . his sources, 
the people who’ll talk to him. And, 
the suckers who buy the paper are 
obsessed,with tits, the shareholders
and management are obsessed with 
profits, thç/paper herself is a drying 
old whore and his sources play him 
for stupid and get him to roll their 
empty "barrels. There is always the 
taste of guilt, he chews, swallows as 
they rise. Would the world be better 
served should reporters not intrude? 
Has he used Bert? Has Bert used 
him? Have they both used the paper, 
or the paper them? There is always 
the bind, and always the grease . . .
“Poor old Bert,” he moans to 
Samwise, “if the truth be known 
he probably didn’t have much to tell 
Allan.” Would something better have 
happened had they not been there? 
f‘Good story, though.”
“Christ — how am I going to fit 
it into the exigencies of the Truth 
formula?”
“An adventure!” says Hanford 
lecherously. “Ah, ‘the sunset was 
as pink as the leopard’s gums!’ Borges 
wrote something like that.”
“A little rich for the customers, 
I think.” Whitton lapses.
D ark: the Aztec engines gut- tarize 15,000 rpm, ejaculate big acid wads of sparks. Wally the Austrian Eagle assures 
Hanford this is normal, it’s just in­
visible in daylight, he need not worry 
of crash and burn. Wally and Urm 
tap a*way at their dials their Air 
Hawk Terry and The Pirates & 
Hot Shot Charlie Steve Canyon faces 
underlit by red instrument glow. 
The radio sounds parp parp in a 
sequence as complex as a raga. TGQ 
banks on the radio beam.
Doc Wainer is crashed in the back 
seats, like bloody Churchill grabbing 
a few zees. Two friends toke at the 
second 13 oz. bottle of Smimbff. 
Lit. Unpressurized at 6000 feet. The 
adrenal secretions which flowed in- 
termittantly through the day are 
pissed away; wasted, the daytime 
menaces are shaggy dog jokes in 
the vast dark. Whitton says jayzuz 
you jus’ got to see it for what it izz, 
a great comic turn-. . . the wash of 
light in the south resolves into dis­
crete glams.
“Melbourne,” says Ava Gardner, 
“is a good place to make a movie 
•about the end of the world.” She 
was filming On The Beach in the 
Dulles-Eisenhower years, for Aus­
tralians they were Menzies years. 
Remember what radiation looks li^e? 
The photography blurs. The sub slips 
out to sea. Not as funny as Dr 
Strangelove. Beneath the kirsch and 
kirtle of Beach was that bad feeling, 
the sort of crisis that comes on a kid 
who has been seduced by omnipot­
ent daydreams into going outside to 
fight, a premonition of sparks flying 
behind the eyes as a big hurtin’ is 
applied. Something sneaky about 
Beach: America’s daydreams had 
been instructed by flicks like Shane, 
Bad Day at Black Rock . . . where 
evil wore a human face and good 
men punched it in the nose making 
the world a little better but these 
days, Hanford raves, it’s a different
sort of movie, systems and struc­
tures and grey homogenoid reaches 
which no faces only victims.. .
Dark King and his Archon off­
spring letch for Light. Archons 
invade The Father’s Kingdom. 
The Father’s Light Man and 
his sons, imprisoning the Light 
within them. The Father sends 
The Spirit (who is something 
of a joker) to rescue Light 
Man and defeat Darkness. 
Spirit wins his battle and piles 
the corpses of some defeated 
Archons into an Earth and 
Sky. The Father sends a beaut» 
ifjul, androgynous Virgin of 
Lights to tempt the captive 
Archons. The male Archons 
shoot their captive wad of light. 
The female Archons abort in 
the presence of the Virgin. 
These abortions become ani­
mals. The abortion-animals are 
ambitious, and give themselves 
to Dark King’s Prince that they 
may become like the Virgin. 
Dark King’s Prince and His 
consort eat these abortion- 
animals, and following feast 
flick. The Dark King’s Prince’s 
consort bears Adam and Eve.
C reepy crawly lights! Down through dark cooling air Melbourne’s sprawl is jigg­ling . . .  the orange vapour lamps of 
the radial roads, the thousands of 
blue pinpoints delineating the lattice 
of despair! The faint cones of head­
lights. The colloidal glow to the 
west, over the Golden Mile. Hanford 
babbles about L.A. as seen through 
the Palomar tleescope — no sign of 
life . . . Whitton looks down on the 
jiggling reef of poisonous light, shows 
some white of eye behind hjs spec­
tacles:'
“Not good.”
“Not good what?”
“Not good to be up here looking 
down at that. Not good.”
“Why not good?”
“Wind up like Harry Lime. He 
takes up Holly Martins, up into the 
tower, points out the ant-like figure. 
You look down there on that city 
— you wonder why do they bother, 
wouldn’t they be better off out of 
it?”
Hanford tokes at vodka. “Who in 
hell this Harry Lime?”
“The villian in the Third Man. 
Succumbed to the overview, sold 
brum penicillin to the kids, the kids' 
went mad in the head. It’s not good 
to look down like that!”
Hanford probes this a bit, and 
asks if Whitton is postulating that 
looking down from 6000 feet leads 
to some sort of moral anaesthesia.
“Something like that. You wonder 
why all those poor creeps down 
there bother. To what end?”
The descent makes them swallow. 
Doc Wainer rouses, leans his head 
between them, his tired slummy Scots 
accent blending into the engine noise. 
He refuses a toke, gives the bearded 
on a cigarette. This is Tango Gulf 
Quebec requesting . . . “Weel, whad- 
dya think? Home\ at last. Safety,” 
says the doctor. The lights below 
jiggle in the sliding strata of thin 
air. To starboard is the black ex­
panse of Port Phillip, famous for 
sea lice.
“I think,” offers Hanford, “ that 
eighty-five per cent of airplane 
crashes occur at take-offs and land­
ings.”
“Bruce,” says the doctor affably, 
“tell me — how did you ever get 
involved in all this?”
Whitton interjects: “ I wanted him 
to walk in front of me.” 
j Hanford laughs: “I would always 
be in such a beautiful prank.”
Dr B.B. Wainer’s eyes go unex­
pectedly dim, glazed, decathected, 
he flops back into the dark rear 
seats, as though insulted . . .
I f your conscience is clear, you have nothing to fear,” muses Hanford, “I’m hungry,” he 
complains. Noela, the only orie fit 
for driving, spots the sign and pulls 
up outside Bernarai’s restaurant just 
past St. Kilda Junction.
“Is it licensed?” Bruce mutters. 
“Better bring bottles.”
“And teats — you hear the old 
hearty prelate going on about teats?” 
“Yar.”
Gerald Lyons of 3DB has just this 
very day awarded Bemardi’s the ac­
colade as one of the nicest of Mel­
bourne’s many nice places to dine 
and they walk in. In front is Noela, 
wearing black with a silk scarf at her 
graceful throat, sober, poised, the 
bright business woman known to the 
help here. With her is Evan, posed 
in his black three piece suit and old 
school tie, but not so sober. Bruce 
is behind them, hardly poised in 
I baggy shiny trousers about to fall
off and an empty 13 oz. Smirnoff 
bottle is slung in the side vent of 
his tattered tweed jacket and his tie 
is unknotted and he is snatching 
inebriate at his obscene beard.
The waiter views them with alarm, 
but up totters elfish Benny the drihk 
master in his soutane with chains 
around his neck which would do any 
Alderman of Hamelin proud and with 
savoir-faire and grace effuses: “Ah! 
Good evening, Noela, so good to see 
you, oh, and it’s nice to see the 
creative people here this evening!”
Noela replies in her Chelsea ac­
cent: “Put us somewhere out of the 
way, Benny we’ve just dropped by 
on our way in from the airport for 
a Pernod and some oysters.”
But Benny will not seat them in 
Siberia, no, novelty must be graced. 
He seats them immediately before 
the door, at a fine table, among the 
diners in dinner jackets and in evening 
gowns; this is a sophisticated place, 
riot the sort of place which can be 
enbarrassed by the reincarnation of 
Thomas Stearns Eliot and a crazed 
Mennonite narc agent. Put them at 
the best table. With a flourish!
“Now what will the creative people 
have to drink?”
“Pernod.”
“Splendid!”
“Can I use the phone?” inquires 
the one with the mop hair and 
nappy beard.
“Ah, certainly,” says Benny, with 
a grand gesture to indicate the tele­
phone near the entrance.
Bruce goes over to the phone, 
unsteadily, and rings a number where 
he thinks Annie should be baby 
sitting. He suggests she should catch 
a cab and join them. She says the 
children’s parent’s have not returned. 
He tells her they’re just having a 
snack, they’ll come get her and have 
a late dinner somewhere, to celebrate 
a truly memorable prank.
When he returns to the table, 
Evan is angry. This is explicit in his 
coloring and his posture. He has tried 
to attract the attention of the tall 
dark waiter by direct glances, by 
nodding, and the waiter, who has 
gone to attend to a party which en­
tered after his party, has cut him, 
treated him with ignore. After such 
a day as he has had in the air and 
everywhere, he is not in a pliant 
state of mind: He is not about to 
countenance some flunkey’s superbo.
“Benny,” he calls, summoning the 
obsequious drink blaster. His voice 
rises to a pursed snarl. “My dear 
Benny. I hope to be served some-1 
time tonight, but whoever serves 
me,” and he gestures toward the 
tall dark waiter the index finger of his 
high held hand in eloquent declivity, 
“I do not choose to be served by 
that creep!”
The effect of his oration is elec­
tric. The noises of dining cease. The 
waiters in the room freeze. Benny 
bends slightly at the knees, stricken, 
then scuyries to the tall dark waiter. 
Noela flushes. Benny and the waiter 
confer in buzzing whispers. Benny 
nods, and returns to Whitton’s right 
shoulder, bows, and says, “ I am 
sorry but I must now ask you to 
leave.” Then flinches slightly.
“Certainly my dear fellow!”
Whitton downs his Pernod, while 
Noela arid Bruce rise without touch­
ing theirs. The three of them leave. 
As they exit a waiter scurries to the 
telephone, and commences with a 
large starched linen kerchief to ex­
punge all greasy evidence of the bear­
ded one’s paw.
“I have rarely seen that done 
better,” Hanford comments as they 
go to the car.
“That waiter you insulted," dear, 
was Mario, the owner of the place,” 
Noela informs Evan.
“A gentleman is never rude in­
advertently,” Evan says.
Doc Wainer’s flight to Sydney 
was just one of the sallies in his 
1969 Winter Offensive against the 
Australian abortion laws. Was th<> 
flight just a prank, complete in itself? 
Or did it influence the course of 
events?
Some advocates of abortion law 
reform argue that the strategy of 
stirring the police was unwise, and 
that the Doc’s tactics were too 
theatrical.
In the next Digger, we review 
the events that followed this part­
icular action. There must be a lesson. 
There must be.
[Our inaccuracy: Dr. B.B. Wainer’s 
autobiography, It Isn’t Nice, was 
published by Alpha, not Goldstar 
as printed in the previous Digger, 
Page 6, Col. 6. ]
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Recommendations from a fanatic:
Living on Tull’s 
past trackwork
by
Jenny Brown
Living in the Past, Jethro Tull 
on Chrysalis. Imported two-album 
set in hard cover book; with color 
photos, track information etc.
Ian Anderson, his flute, his acous­
tic guitar, and the Jethro Tull Tour 
Team were flying high over the 
Pacific Ocean (towards Melbourne) 
when someone handed him a package.
It was a heavy, gilt-and-cherry 
colored, hard-cover book — contain­
ing two L.P.’s. Anderson didn’t re­
cognize it.
The package turned out to be 
a sample pressing of what was to 
be (surprise!) Jethro Tull’s new 
release: Living In The Past
Mr Anderson was not pleased. 
He began to plot possible legal ac­
tion. Someone in London had gone 
over his head. Naughty.
But the guys who got this double 
set together (bless their anonymous 
little souls; if you’re gonna be 
wicked, be good at it) deserve an 
elbow in the ribs, a wink, and a 
free drink. What they’ll probably 
get is a lot of money and at least a 
little wrath.
Considering all the tracks were 
recorded by May 1971 (well be­
fore Thick As A Brick, Living In 
The Past makes bloody good listen­
ing. Only |  five tracks have been 
transplanted from previous albums,
, (Tull’s first tour), and only three 
or four have been already issued 
as singles. The bulk of the twenty- 
one tracks — spread over the four 
sides — consists of studio work 
left hidden in the can (for exam­
ple, see Color Page 8 of the book). 
And side three is a live recording 
of Tull at New York’s Carnegie 
Hall, late 1970. Jethro Tull’s pres­
ent bass player, the intriguing Jef­
frey Hammond-Hammond, is sung 
to/for/about in the first track, (and 
Tull’s first single), “A Song For 
Jeffrey”. The band under the Tull
banner at that time (July 1968) 
was Ian Anderson, (flute and voice); 
Clive Bunker, (drums); Glen Cor- 
nick, (bass); and Mick Abrahams, 
(electric guitar).
Martin Barre, their current guit­
arist, replaced Abrahams for “ Liv­
ing In The Past” , (track four).
John Evan has (with remarkable 
passion and growing confidence) 
handled Tull’s keyboard since the 
band’s third album, Benefit, where 
he was not officially listed as a 
member, but “played Hammond 
organ and piano for our benefit” , 
as Anderson wrote. Track nine 
(“ Teacher” , lifted from that album 
Aqualung — Jeffrey has taken over 
bass from Glen Cornick. The next 
track,: the unreleased “ Life Is A 
Long Song” , completes the May 
1971 and current line-up, when 
Barriemore Barlow replaces the 
thumpier Clive Bunker on drums.
Phew! The evolution of Ian An­
derson’s musical master-plan, Jethro 
Tull, is a gradual and an intricate 
affair. Maybe that’s why it works.
Living In The Past is a kind 
of historic portrait of all the various 
powers that have brewed up Jethro 
Tull -  from July ‘68 to May ‘71. 
The cuts run in actual time sequence 
instead of the usual thrown-up 
rat’s dinner mess that’s come to 
be expected from “best-of” or 
similarly reminiscent albums. An­
derson, in fact, remixed these 
tracks for the purpose but wanted 
to hold release till after the new 
Tull album.
All those delicious color photo­
graphs! Yes! Well, if you’re female 
like me, maybe it doesn’t even 
matter, you probably know what I 
— ah — mean. Recommendations 
from a fanatic. I get the feeling 
that I could well blow the whole 
cynical cool bit of reviewing albums.
In fact, I probably just did.
(The music is bloody good, too.)
A morning with Danny Robinson:
Beer drinking music
by
Chris Hector
We don’t smoke no marijuana in 
Muscoogie
We don’t get our kicks on LSD
I ’m proud to be an Okie from 
Muscoogie
A place where even squares can 
have a ball
Old Glory still flies down at the 
courthouse,
And White Lightnin’s still the big­
gest thrill o f all.
That’s Country Fever, and they’ve 
been confusing audiences all over 
Melbourne recently. The hip think 
that they’re rednecks, and at a con­
cert for soldiers they were booed
from the stage for being hippies. 
Nobody seems to be able to cope 
with a hip country band singing 
songs that ooze sexism, fascism, 
racism and a definite hint of hedon­
ism.
Country Fever (Ivan Smith, dobro; 
Terry Smith, acoustic guitar; Danny 
Robinson, bass) aren’t really like 
that of course, though they play ,at 
it.
*  *  *
It would be simpler if Danny 
was an aw shucks country boy in­
stead of the product of an upper- 
middle class, public school, Conser- 
vatorium background.
And a guy who when he’s not
churning out Nashville music spends 
his time discussing John Cage and 
new music; who counts as a major 
influence on his musical thought, 
Jean Charles Francois and Keith 
Humble and the notion of occasional 
music and who’s still studying at the 
con.
I met Dan in 1963 when we were 
both sixteen and since then he’s 
been through a stack of musical and 
other scenes. From Irish rebel songs, 
to early protest Dylan, through 
Flamenco, on to white blues revival, 
black country blues, white R&B, 
rock and roll and commercial pop. 
Playing with John Duffy and Shane 
Duckham, Lobby Loyd and the Wild 
Cherries, a stint as a Virgil Brother
and most recently session work. And 
all the time keeping up his interest 
in classical bass, art music and now 
avant garde “anti-music” .
The music’s changed and the sur­
roundings too. Dan now lives in a 
very elegant Fitzroy terrace — with 
his wife Sam and daughter Aimee. 
Sitting round rapping the other 
seedy Sunday morning about among 
other things, where Country Fever’s 
at.
“Basically I dig the music. Blues 
lyrics are too self-pitying, when 
country music gets self-pitying it’s 
always tongue in cheek. It’s simple 
and direct and unembarrassed in its 
sentimentality.
“What I don’t  like about the 
modern pop scene is its pretensious- 
ness. Musically it hasn’t come out 
of the seventeenth century — the 
tonality, the chord vocabulary — 
they’re still seventeenth century. Old 
Johan Sebastian used all those chords, 
not in the same progressions but they 
were all there. Country music is 
still in the same bag but it’s unabashed 
about it. I think the thing that appeals 
to me most is that country music is 
a holiday for me. A musical holiday.”
I make protesting sounds about 
the content of.the lyrics.
Shit man it’s the voice of all 
those redneck bastards who vote 
for Wallace, hate niggers and long 
hairs and figger that a woman’s 
place is in the home. Robinson, 
alas, has lost all conscience.
Danny just shrugs, grins his mor­
onic aw’ shucks grin and drawls “ But 
it sho’nuff is fun aint i t . . . ”
The morning fragments a bit, we 
ramble of Cage, and zen and is there 
any more brandy and back even­
tually to Country Fever.
The group is getting bigger. Gail 
Williams (“Great country name aint 
it” ) has joined the group and they’re 
going to be doing lots of Tammy 
Wynette, Pete Dickie’s been doing 
some work with the group and 
they’re going to be backing him 
around town, and they’ve started 
writing their own turgid white trash 
songs . . . Dan flicks on a tape 
they’ve just cut at Armstrong’s for 
me to listen to.
Give me some beer drinking music. 
Good country music 
The kind o f songs that I  can sing 
along. . .
sing me a good old beer drinking 
song.
And it shore’nuff sounds right 
purty . . .
Keach and Bridges at ease in Fat City; a question o f  candor
This issue reviews: Fat City directed by John Huston.With Stacy Keach and Jeff Bridges.
Junior Bonner mmi  WË® Peckmpahwith Steve McQueen.
# l V T r W / C  On rPc^/dealing in Kenya/Youthpower in Councils/ 
m MMU-* i l  F j  Y *  American media
T >  T \  Rod Stewart’s Never A Dull Moment/Jefferson Airplane/
The Doors/Dàvid Ackles/Leon Russell etc.
C* Rolling Stones by David Dalton/No Commercial Potential: 
-1 3  V-X The Saga of Frank Zappa and the Mothers of Invention.
■j1 ■j’’ A H T Y  T T ¥  TC1 O  Art Pepper: of Dope and Death/Three Dog Night/Los 
X 1 F j l \  I  1% F j î  Angeles Chief cop, Crazy Ed Davis.
No. 117 on sale now at most newsagents 60c.
Gone to See a Man About a Dog—La Mama theatre
The Moose turns 
on with lentils 
and ginseng
by
Colin Talbot
Opposite the toilets that stand 
in the middle of Faraday St., Carlton, 
looms La Mama theatre. A ram­
shackle two-story tumble-down red 
brick box of a building with its lone 
dunny leaning by the gate like a 
sentry box. Inside a play is performed 
these evenings, called Gone to See a 
Man About a Dog. The play’s written 
by Peter Kansas Lillie & Cosmo D. 
Topper. Only two of the case have 
actually acted onstage before, if you 
count La Mama’s floorboards as a 
stage.
But La Mama is a friendly place, 
just right for these guys to stage 
their play. If the show bombs, they 
won’t be completely destroyed. I 
know Topper and Lillie, and knowing 
them, expect this effort to be inter­
esting at best, lousy at a pinch 
because they don’t seem to be able, 
generally, to relate to more than 
one person at a time and then some.
Lillie’s a Montmorency nomad 
who packed up his rapidographs and 
went to bum around Carlton and 
St. Kilda, to cartoon, goon but mainly 
starve. A friendly publishing lady 
helped him put out a couple of 
comic books in which Lillie’s main 
character (his Mickey Mouse so to, 
speak) was After Dinner Moose.
Moose smokes Craven A ex­
clusively, and reaches a state of eu­
phoria, gauche foch, at the magic 
number 20; drives down Lygon street 
in a tank; dines at Johnny’s Green 
Room; downs schooner at the Fitz­
roy Champion; wears mud-brick 
bikinis, and utters deadly insults like 
“get to the Shakahari this instant 
khama” .
It was Peter Lillie’s ambition to 
make a film about nothing in par­
ticular, and call it Mechanics in a 
Relaxed Manner. By fucking up 
countless film grant applications, 
Lillie managed to grow thinner and 
thinner. He botted more 204 coins 
to buy pies, and developed the knack 
of nicking eggs from under hens, to 
boil on someone else’s hot plate.
His mate Cosmo D. Topper wrote 
articles about tree surgeons. He also
interviewed Lillie for Rolling Stone, 
and it was hard to tell which one was 
debauching reality more. Topper 
carries the collected works of Alfred 
Jarry in a tattered hip pocket, and 
all in all he and his mate are a fine 
pair of eccentric ratbags.
Not long ago the two ordered a 
crate of lentil burgers and an ounce of 
Ginseng, and sat down to write this 
play, which they did. La Mama’s 
mama, Betty Burstall, told them to 
get a director and do it properly. 
They roped in Allan Robertson, from 
Tribe, and whatever coherence the 
thing possesses is undoubtedly his 
fault.
The play’s set in a pub, The Blood 
and Bone, in a butcher’s shop, and 
on a Champion Ruby packet-paved 
street. The narrator (Jane Clifton) 
does a fine job of not relating the 
collection of seemingly unrelated se­
quences. For instance the Phantom 
has a ghost-who-walks-on appearance.
Peter Lillie gets most of the atten­
tion, by projecting his street image — 
bizaare, grotesque, and humorous, 
all in a self-assured and natural way. 
He plays a Scots man of the cloth, 
and a drinker at the bar of The Blood 
and Bone.
Topper doesn’t project so well, 
but is still . . . funny. Others in 
this case of near-novices help make 
the whole affair a breath of rare air.
The musical numbers (two from 
Rolf Harris) tend to be strung out, 
and cause the mood to slip each time. 
The script is deliberately corny, and 
very cluttered, causing actors to blow 
it here and there. It was also funny, 
weird, and with no particular plot. 
A highlight of the show was the per­
formance of John Mathews on did- 
geridoo, with the Moose backing him 
on toolbox and Topper on hat.
About the hat . . . since Lillie 
and Topper know how it is to be 
looking for a warm place at night, 
they’re letting thosewho are broke in 
for nix. But they’re broke too, and 
have been picking up three or four 
dollars a night for their play, so 
pay to go in . . . do without your 
packet of fags.
READERS’
RECORD
REVIEW S
The Diggey believes that records, 
recent releases or otherwise, are 
more than adequately reviewed 
elsewhere. Adding this to the cur­
rent multiplicity of musical styles, 
tastes and directions, we perceive 
a case for printing idiosyncratic 
appreciations.
Readers are thus encouraged to 
submit copy on records with which 
they may have a particularly strong 
relationship (positive, negative, 
musicological, historical, or what­
ever).
When presenting a review, elect 
one record from the Latest Releases 
listing on this page. If the material 
is printed, The Digger will forward 
the chosen record. Address copy 
to: Records, The Digger, 58 Can­
terbury Road, Middle Park, 3206.
LATEST
AUSTRALIAN
ALBUM
RELEASES
Ten Years After, Alvin Lee & 
Company (Deram)
Savoy Brown, Hellhound Train 
(Decca)
Four Tops, Nature Planned it 
(Tamla Motown)
Gallagher & Lyle, Gallagher & Lyle 
(Capitol)
Dennis Lambert, Bags & Things 
(Probe)
Grand Funk Railroad, Mark, Don 
and Mel (Capitol)
Supremes, Floy Joy (Tamla Mo­
town)
Juicy Lucy, Pieces (Poly dor)
Grateful Dead, Historic Dead 
(Polydor)
Rory Gallagher, Live in Europe 
(Polydor)
The Who, Pop History, Volume 4 
2 record set (Polydor)
Lovin’ Spoonful, Pop History, Vol­
ume 5, 2 record set (Polydor) 
Tyranosaurus Rex, Prophets, Seers 
and Sages the Angels of the Ages 
(Cube)
Ten Years After, A Space In Time 
(Chrysalis)
Tir Na Nog, A Tear and a Smile 
(Chrysalis)
Laurie Styvers, Spilt Milk (Chrys­
alis)
Wild Turkey, Battle Hymn (Chrys­
alis)
Steve Tilston, Collection (Festival) 
If, If 4 (Festival)
Michael McGear, Woman (Festival) 
Bobby Goldsboro, California Wine 
(Festival)
Procul Harum, Live with Edmonton 
Symphony Orchestra (Festival)
A
HEARTFELT
APOLOGY
PETER ANDREWS 
&
GINELD
DEEPLY REGRET TO 
ANNOUNCE THAT THE 
BIG MAMA THORNTON
. WILLIE DIXON & .....
an >FURRY LEWIS.; rev
IS NOW 
CANCELLED
DUE TO A FUCK UP 
THAT WAS AS 
UNAVOIDABLE AS 
IT IS A PAIN IN 
THE ARSE TO US ALL.
TICKETS WILL BE REFUNDED 
AT THE AGENCIES WHERE 
THEY WERE PURCHASED.
mm
WHOOPEE
BAND
IS.. 119
/  c a m e  b a c k !:: t  c a m s  b a c k ! . . .  /  c a m e  b a c k ! :  I
MOST FELLOWS COMB BACK 70 BRYLCREEM BECAUSE 
JUST A  LITTLE PAB S/VES YOU THAT WELL*BROOMED 
LO O K ! .. . I  C AM EB AC K~AM P/'M  GLAD /  D ID  !J
HBT HANf LET S
watch some tv .
. WELL.. N o s e rs  A MOTOR MECHANIC AND HE BETS MIS 1  
OVERALLS IN  A  TERRIBLE. STATE A N D  OORTWO YOONS 
BOYS HAVE JU ST STARTED PLATINS FOOTBALL A N D  SO 3  
YOU CAN JUST IM A G IN E THE STATE THEIR WHITE SHORTS 
fasar*  6 B T  fN  AMD THEN THERE'S BABY SHARLENE WHO'S 4 
Z ^ L \\  ONLY IS  MONTHS AMO VTILL IN  NAPPIES AMP THEN 
ifffflBiiiii 8LAH/BLAh ! e re .
PILL 'EM VP, FILL 'EM UP, F IL L  EM  UP W ITH D B S  
PILL 'CM OP, P ILL 'E m  UP, F ILL 'EM  V P  W ITH  D E B i 
FILL 'EP1 OP, PILL 'EM VP, FILL 'EM  Up W ITH  D E B ! 
^  ^  IN S T A N T  MASHED PO  -TA TO  / /  ^
1HAMKS
FOR DE OBRRN FIRST T IM E . . SOAP WITH. STREAKS 
OF L IM B ... MAKES YOUR SKIN PEEL A U U E ...
IT'S CALLED U M E FR E S H , FRESH U M E  H  P  1
. WHEN YOU SM ILE i f s  A LL WORTHWHILE. 
/ 7 '5  NOT A  S IN  BACH T IM E  YO U GRJN /
. .  A R E  YOUR M A C LE A N S  S H O W IN G  f
COUSHCOO&W.
. OH WHAT A LOVELY PtE M E BOYS... A  FOUR W'TWENTY *  
pie.. LOTS OF TENDER. JU IC Y MEAT. THE FINEST YOU ’ 
CAN B U Y . .. FOOR'N’TWENTY MAKE THE BEST, OH WHAT 
A LOVELY, OH WHAT A  LOVELY, O H  WHAT A  LOVELY 
A r — _____ r-sk P IE !.- O l W
~ . . .  V IR G IN IA  IN  THE BLUE PACK  1  -
M ENTHOL IN  TH E  G R E E N  PA C K .! *  H  
. .  M A K E YOURS A  C A M B R ID G E  TODAYYY
mope!
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